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THE ‘MACY TAKES CONTROL’ SERIES
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Click here to see how it all started.

A Jordan Smithson Hard Cuckold /

BDSM / MMF Story

Terence has always yearned to witness his wife in the passionate embrace of another man. Macy, after much contemplation, agrees to fulfill his long-cherished fantasy with one condition – that Terence becomes her willing cuckold, surrendering himself entirely to her desires.

Yet, Macy's vision of control delves much deeper than Terence ever anticipated, resembling femdom more than conventional wife-sharing. It traverses the realms of domination and submission, pushing Terence further into uncharted territory, where he willingly succumbs to Macy's irresistible power.

Amid this exploration of dominance and submission, can their 13-year marriage withstand Macy's journey into the depths of Terence's true desires? As he grapples with the choice of embracing this newfound level of control, the fate of their union hangs in the balance.

Join them in Macy Takes Control: Discovering His Need, Book 1 of a captivating two-part series that challenges the boundaries of trust, love, and lust.


PREVIOUSLY IN THE ‘MACY TAKES CONTROL’ SERIES…


Terence loved his family life, and his wife Macy. They had been married 10 years and had found the right combination of togetherness and desire. There was only this one thing…

He had always wanted his wife to make love with some big stud while he watched.

He brought it up all the time. Even took his wife to a ‘lifestyle’ resort where he watched her frolic in the nude with a bunch of guys playing beach volleyball. Unfortunately for Terence, Macy wasn’t ready. Despite those guys touching her intimately, and she touching them back, Macy chickened out.

Truthfully, his wife didn’t mind his fantasy. Quite enjoyed it, in fact. Her concern was that she would like it TOO much. She worried getting all that male attention would leave her wanting it all the time, with nothing left for her husband and family.

But then, two events happened that changed the course of Terence and Macy’s relationship. Individually, they didn’t mean much. Together, they set them on a course that would change their relationship forever.

First, Macy talked to her husband about ‘a friend’ that had bragged about having a well-endowed lover in college, and how much more pleasurable it was. She expressed interest in finding out if that was true… that big tools were better.

Second, Terence discovered his best friend at the gym, Derek, was VERY well-endowed.

They began talking about the possibility of inviting Derek to play with Macy so Terence could fulfill his long-held fantasy and she could experience the pleasure of a larger tool.

Terence thought that was the end of it. That he would ask Derek, he and Macy would make it, and then they would go back to the way they were before.

Macy had other plans. It quickly became obvious to her that watching was not all that Terence needed. In fact, her husband was a cuckold that wanted his wife to be taken regularly, and maybe even a submissive that needed his wife to take a firmer hand in the bedroom.

She had seen the signs of it early in their marriage, but was hesitant to act on it. Macy experimented with taking more and more control while they made love until she was comfortable that she had the right read on her husband’s needs.

Turns out, her own need to dominate him was just as strong. She had suppressed her ‘inner-mistress’ early in their marriage to preserve what they had. But now that Terence had shared the news about Derek, she decided to go all the way.

She agreed to the session with Derek under one condition: that Terence becomes her submissive in the bedroom. That he gives her total control of both their sex lives. In an explosive session of desire where Macy takes control away from him, Terence realizes he wants her to be in charge. He had always wanted her to be stronger, to tell him what to do.

Neither of them was prepared for the path this would lead them down. Macy had suppressed her needs for too long, she felt. When she finally took control, and Terence experienced the full power of that domination, he fell hard into submission to his new mistress.

Derek joined in the fun when they finally scheduled their weekend together. It turned out, he had quite a lot of experience with cuckolds and submissives. The two of them taught Terence about how far down he could fall into the abyss of that submission. It was a long way.

Macy’s bottomless cruelty and willingness to humiliate her husband caught him by surprise. She professed her love for him, yet had no trouble causing him more pain than he had ever experienced. This brought confusion… at first. Then he willingly gave up all control to his new mistress.

The surprise along the way was the growing relationship between Terence and Derek. Macy pushed on her new submissive, forcing him to service Derek however his Master demanded. Yet, during their weekend session, sparks flew between them as Derek forced his new submissive to service him in previously unimaginable ways. Terence found that his feelings for his new master went much deeper than just a friendship.

Terence also discovered the depth of Macy’s need to humiliate and punish her husband for every perceived slight. This became a test of how much he was willing to endure.

Now, Terence is strapped to a chair, blindfolded, and forced to listen to Derek take his bride over and over. He is not even allowed to watch. Her first release spirals him down into the abyss, falling harder with each cry of her pleasure. Only his submission remains.

He just hopes that, along the way, his mistress gets what she needs…


CHAPTER ONE




Her first release spiraled me down into the abyss, falling harder with each cry of pleasure. Only my submission remained.

That thought left me gasping for air as the constant noise from the bed tormented me. They had strapped me to the chair with cuffs on my arms and legs, a blindfold in place to increase the agony further. All I could do was listen to this man take my bride away. What would be left of our relationship when he was done could only be imagined.

Even though I considered Derek my best friend, he had no trouble stepping in to satisfy my new Mistress in ways I simply couldn’t. Her groans filled the space between us as he slammed into her. I could hear the slapping of their hips together with each plunge.

A thought filled me… Things I couldn’t do… It was like a revelation hit me. Did I have this all wrong? Isn’t this what I wanted from the start? For her to get what I couldn’t give?

A loud groan from the bed… his, not hers… left me shuddering. Hers followed, a deep whimper of satisfaction. He must have cum.

Suddenly, the new butt plug and chastity cage vibrated. Slowly at first, but growing more forceful. The sensations pulsed upward. My groan unexpectedly matched theirs.

“I think he likes it, don’t you?” Macy said.

“I think he does,” Derek chuckled. “Let’s see if we can get him going a little.” Macy giggled her positive response.

The vibrations became more intense. I could not help responding as my shaft grew, pressing against the prison she had placed around it. Not only did this new chastity cage vibrate, it also had nubs on the inside of the tube imprisoning my shaft, that tremored with the plug, causing even more excitement.

But it remained a chastity cage. As my shaft stiffened with the sensations, the pulsing nubs pressed harder into my flesh, creating a mix of pleasure and pain now joined by a pulsing in my ass.

The butt plug moved! I groaned at the sensation of it going back and forth, as if someone was fucking me there. My groans became more intense, momentarily distracted by the laughing on the bed.

I knew they were laughing at me. I just didn’t care any longer. The combination of intense pleasure and growing pain below had my full attention.

A sudden touch on my back… a feminine touch. Macy’s hands moved down my chest, approaching the torment below. Just as she came close, the vibrations went to full as the in-and-out movement of the butt plug seemed to be fucking me while I sat on the chair. I wriggled, unable to move or change anything.

“We should leave you to your toys…” she giggled, though she didn’t move. Instead, her hands caressed me, up and down my chest, nibbling at my neck. My groans became grimaces as my shaft hardened further, pressing against the vibrating cage.

I started at lips touching mine… It was Derek! I couldn’t stop my response, giving into the passion of his lips while my bound body writhed against the cage and my bride’s hands.

She reached down. I heard a click. My cock sprang free of its cage. I moaned at the rush of blood that filled my shaft as her hand gripped the pulsing rod. Oh fuck! The freedom, the pleasure, their touching me…

The shivering would not stop. I groaned, louder this time, giving myself to them completely. All the despair of only moments before was gone. I no longer cared about any of it, as I worshiped my friend’s kisses, my wife’s stroking and that fucking plug destroying my insides!

Macy pulled back… I whimpered at the loss of her touch, not wanting it to end, but dared not say anything. Moments later, warm lips covered my throbbing man-meat. She was sucking on me! That was the final straw as I pushed back against her mouth, the march to release drawing me in.

I moaned deeply, wanting this… needing this…

She pulled off suddenly, stopping all friction, but it was too late to stop what had started. I shifted my hips, trying to find her friction again, nothing…

My seed leaked out the trembling shaft. Unfortunately, the pleasure leaked out with it. I groaned in frustration as I heard Derek and Macy clapping high-fives, cheering the ruination of my orgasm.

“It worked!” Macy roared with glee. “I read you could get them to cum and still eliminate all the pleasure. Can’t believe it actually worked!”

It fucking worked all right! “I can’t believe you did that to me!” I complained, regretting it moments later. Derek twisted my nipples savagely as my wife slapped down on my retreating shaft so hard I thought it would come off.

“We will do what we want with you,” she screamed out at me, rage filling every syllable. The blindfold still covered my eyes, but I could imagine her red face. She went at me, not stopping the misery, until I cried out at the pain, so unexpected and sudden.

“I’m sorry, Mistress… it’s just…”

A hand went down on my shaft, pressing it into the ring still held against my scrotum. The pressure placed my balls between the base and her hand. This was pain on another level. I screamed out, thrashing against my bonds, unable to escape.

“No ‘just!’ We will do what we want,” she screamed at me. “You are our toy for the weekend, remember? You agreed to this.”

Something filled my mouth mid-scream. In surprise, I tried to push it back with my tongue. Nothing worked. A large round object came in, some kind of rubber ball, muting all my protests. I felt straps holding it in place fasten behind my head.

“This is called a ball gag,” Derek said. “If you can’t keep quiet on your own, we’ll do it for you.”

Despite the unrelenting pressure on my balls, all I could utter were muffled sounds of painful frustration. That did nothing but spur them to greater torment.

Something hard and metallic bit into my nipples. First one, then the other. A cold chain fell on my stomach, only to be picked up while Derek pulled them. Sharp pricks, one after the other, soon covered my ball sac. I learned later they were clothespins.

I could not help myself, my squirming now full out screaming into the gag as a hand swept across these pins, increasing the agony! They pulled and swiped the pins as I screamed into the gag.

Unexpectedly, something changed inside me… something profound. A rush of pleasure. The pain transformed into… a pulse… a craving… It filled me. My shaking transformed with it. I couldn’t help myself. With what little freedom of movement was possible, I thrust my chest out for more, groaning around the ball.

The pain would not stop. It expanded to take over everything I was. Yet with it came surprising pleasure, a need to feel more of this new sensation. I heard a gasp out of my wife and a chuckle from Derek. She had not expected this any more than I had… Derek had.

He began twisting the clips on my nipples, increasing the pleasure/pain. The ball sac became absolute torture as she unfastened and refastened whatever those were pinching my tender skin. The agony was worse than anything before, even worse than her paddling fun last week. I no longer cared.

Now, it only seemed to increase the pleasure as I groaned louder into the gag. My cock began to stir again. All this stimulation had found a new focal point as I thrust my hips out, wanting more.

They both pulled back, as if surprised at what was happening. The sudden withdrawal was the greatest torment of all as I moaned, thrusting myself out, wanting more. ‘Please… please…’ I said through the gag.

“What the fuck?” Macy said, surprise growing in her tone.

“He really is a submissive,” Derek laughed, “and a ‘pain slut’ to boot. Oh, man… we can do a lot with that.”

They stepped away from me. I sat there, bound to the chair. The pain of the nipple clamps and pins on my scrotum continued their surprising path to my throbbing cock, now hard and pulsing with renewed need.

“Be warned,” Derek said to me. “You won’t like this as much.”

He yanked the nipple clamps off while Macy pulled at the pins, removing them.

Oh my fucking god!!! It felt like a wild dog was gnashing at my balls, and the pain in my chest swelled until I thought my heart would stop.

I was panting now, trying to get the pleasure back. Nothing worked until lips found my nipples and a soft hand massaged my scrotum. Even then, it took several moments for me to come back to the present. I had NEVER experienced anything like that… and never wanted to again.

I was whimpering through the gag on the chair, my entire body trembling with the warring sensations.

As I shivered, my concentration finally returned to the two in front of me. They were whispering to each other, though loud enough for me to hear.

“I think he almost went into ‘subspace,’ babe,” Derek said.

“What?” my wife asked, still unable to believe what had happened. I got it now. That was supposed to be punishment for my complaining. Instead, it had become intense pleasure for her sub. Macy wasn’t sure what to think about that. Inside, I shuddered. She WANTED it to be punishment!

“Sometimes, the pain gets so intense for the submissive they forget where they are,” Derek told her. “I’ve heard that called ‘subspace,’ they give themselves to the pain. It can be quite pleasurable, I am told.”

My panting heaves, trying to recover, told her exactly what happened, though the last surge of pain had squashed my hard-on. Gnashing on my balls like THAT wasn’t any form of pleasure!

“How can I punish him if he likes it?” she asked in exasperation.

“You punish him through withdrawal. Not letting him drop into subspace. He’ll crave doing it more now. Won’t you, Terry?” he asked, pulling the ball gag out.

“May I speak, Master?” I said, as soon as I could get my jaw to work again. It was stiff from the constant clenching around that ball.

“Of course. When I ask a question, I expect a response.”

“That was almost indescribable. Not sure I want to endure the taking off, though. That was most unpleasant.”

“I think we can come up with something that will give just as much pain without that,” Derek chuckled. “And I know someone that would love to do it, don’t we… Macy?”

I wished they would take this blindfold off. I wanted to see her reaction.

“I can think of a lot of fun ways to do that,” she giggled. She ripped the blindfold off, staring into my eyes intently. “Would you like that? To do that again?”

The eagerness I saw there almost frightened me, but if it would deliver pleasure like THAT, I wanted to do it as often as possible.
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And that’s how we spent the rest of the weekend. She put the cage back on me and my mistress never let me cum again. Yet I came to relish the time tied to the chair, watching them do whatever they wanted on the bed. Thankfully, nipple and ball torture was no longer on their list. The tortured skin from the first experience was still red and raw. I wasn’t sure I could take more of that.

But in-between their lovemaking… they had me tied to the bed or bound over the back of the sofa. Or back in that kneeling position on the bed, head smashed to the sheets with my hands tied between my ankles.

During those times, Macy honed her Mistress skills, using every instrument she wanted across my backside. Paddles, whips, canes, belts… I couldn’t believe what she had already purchased or what he brought with him. I was sure, by the end of the weekend, I would have bruises all over me.

Each strike drove me deeper into the subspace I came to crave. The pain of the striking quickly transformed into full-bodied pleasure as I thrashed under her care, moaning as waves torched me. God, I loved that!

Even when tied to the chair, they included me by stuffing things in my mouth, including Derek’s cock, my wife’s nipples, dildos, ball gags, whatever they wanted. I gladly accepted them all.

Twice more, they had me in the shower on my knees, scrubbing them clean, ready for the next round.

You see, for them, nothing had changed. They still played with each other, excluding me completely. I could seldom touch her in his presence. Yet, in-between ‘sessions,’ as Derek called them, they treated me like a regular person, despite my being dressed only in the cage and plug.

Derek typically wore one of my robes and Macy went through multiple rounds of coverlets, lingerie, and dainty thong/bra sets. She loved to show herself off in front of her lover… and her sub.

The only difference was their being together, and my being… separate, let’s call it. I was often on my knees next to the table while they sat together, or sitting on the loveseat across from them, my arms and legs fastened together. They were never far apart, constantly touching each other.

Yet, I loved this for some mysterious reason. I loved surrendering to them… watching him bring my bride such pleasure. Loved to be used as they wanted. This had been my fantasy for many years, yet never, even in my imagination, did I think I would enjoy being submissive to my wife and my friend. The experience filled me with such joy I never wanted it to end.

All the despair I had experienced on Friday evening had completely disappeared. In our own odd way, we had become partners in play.


CHAPTER TWO




Sunday night, as Derek was getting ready to leave, they had me kneeling on the floor of the kitchen. Derek savaged my mouth with his shaft, fucking me so hard I could barely catch a breath. He fucked my face until, just short of cumming, he pulled out, blasting everything he had left all over my surprised expression. The heat of his seed scorched me. I wanted to feel it, needed it. My eyes never left his as he stroked, wiping the last bit of white cream onto my face with broad lashings.

Macy giggled at what he had done, clapping her hands as she watched him cover my face. I couldn’t believe how much he still had after delivering so many rounds into my bride over the weekend. She scooped the seed with her finger, feeding it into my mouth. I would never like the taste of that stuff, but I very much enjoyed obeying my Mistress. I sucked eagerly on her finger with each scoop.

This woman, even more than before, had become the very core of my existence. I wanted to do whatever she wanted.

Before he left, they got rid of my cuffs, cage, and plug. Macy handed me my clothes. The ‘session’ was over. That phrase meant something to them. We were no longer active play partners. Our relationship went back to the way it was before.

It’s funny, isn’t it, how the human mind can compartmentalize things? When we were alone, Macy and I went out to dinner, chatting about the everything and nothing of married life. We barely talked about what had happened. When we came home, she collapsed in bed, exhausted. And why wouldn’t she? I couldn’t count how many times they were in active copulation over the last two days, or how many times she had cum.

Yet she cuddled against me like we always had as she slept. Monday morning, we woke early, making love in the same gentle way we had before. It was as if nothing had happened.

That doesn’t mean she took a break from her new dominance. Our sex life had been permanently altered… at least altered compared to anything we had done in the past.

I was glad I had taken this week off. When I made those plans four months ago, I thought we might take a trip. I didn’t know anything about Derek or her new desire to dominate me back then. This week at home, with my new mistress, created a space for us to fall further into this new relationship we had formed.

As soon as we were out of bed that Monday morning, she had me on my knees in front of her.

“We have begun a new journey, you and I… a journey to a new place between us.” She reached into her nightstand drawer, pulling out a piece of leather. “You have accepted your role as my submissive, and I have accepted the new role as your Mistress.”

She held the leather up so I could see it. It was a leather collar, with a fastener on the back and D-ring on the front.

“This is the symbol of your choice to submit to me. As long as you wear it, you will obey my every command while we are in session. During our three-week vacation, you will wear this collar whenever you are in the house.”

I stared at it, wondering how much more of this I could take.

“Do you accept your submission to me? To obey me at all times when we play?”

I shuddered at the implications of what I was doing, but nodded yes.

She fastened the thing around my neck, notching it tight enough to feel, but not so much I couldn’t breathe.

“You are mine now,” she chortled gleefully, tracing the collar with her hand, as if she couldn’t believe it was there.

Then my Mistress explained the new rules for the next three weeks. Whenever I was in the house, I was to obey these rules at all times. There were only three.

First, I was forbidden to wear clothes - only the collar. It would come off only when I was in the shower, or leaving the house. Even when leaving, if she told me to keep the collar on, I would do so. I knew this would keep my thoughts in submission, even if I wasn’t involved constantly. Luckily, no cage. Not sure I could have handled that for extended periods.

Second, I was to ‘service’ her whenever she wanted. I was certain licking her to climax and holding myself steady for her paddling would be my lot.

And third, I could not stroke myself for pleasure or cum without her express permission. She controlled my releases now, not me.

I agreed with all three.

Monday afternoon, right after lunch, I got a real vision of what the future was going to be like. The difference from this morning’s ‘lovemaking’ was dramatic. She had me tied to the bed on my back; her mouth getting me rigid. As soon as I was ‘ready,’ she impaled herself on my shaft.

She ‘used’ my stiff cock as long as she wanted, stopping every time it looked like I was going over the edge. When she had cum enough to her satisfaction, she got off, unhooking me from the bed, without allowing my ultimate prize. Denial was apparently a growing part of her repertoire. She giggled as my gasp of frustration told her she had succeeded. I said nothing. This was clearly my mistress’ version of submission. She could do what she wanted. I was just there to help.

The funny part? I was good with that. Use me anyway you want! I kept moving my hips and plunging upward to get her off as often as I could. Since we had begun this adventure a week ago, her pleasure had become my only focus. This denial made me fall harder under her control, yearning for whatever devious thing she had planned.

That evening, as I always did on Mondays, I went to the gym. And there was Derek. Besides a wink and a smile, as if we shared a fun secret, he never mentioned what had happened. It was just like every other time we had been at the gym.

But his friend Maggie did not get to enjoy his rod in the courtyard after our workout. When I pulled into the garage, his car was already in our driveway. I opened the door to the same moaning and slapping of hips I had gotten used to over the weekend. He was already inside her, pounding away on the kitchen table.

“Get your clothes off,” Macy said, groaning at his latest plunge. She was back to full Mistress-mode. Soon, I was on my knees, on the side. She lifted her body off the table as Derek took it to her more aggressively. I could tell she was doing it to let me watch her tits flop around as she came. This time, they didn’t require me to wear cuffs. Though she did order me to put my hands behind my back. I was just there to watch. And watch I did, loving every minute.
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This was the real insight I had gained from the weekend. Early on, despair about losing my wife almost consumed me. What I discovered by the end was that her pleasure was what I wanted all along. I’m an okay lover. My wife has orgasms with me. She seems to enjoy what we do together. But ours was nothing like this! Derek took it to her. She thrashed and groaned on the table, crying out with cascading releases of such power I thought she would pass out. It was wonderful!

And here’s the point. That early despair made me feel inadequate, like I was less of a man because he could do it so much better. But the reality was something quite different. I played football wide receiver in high school. Did it make me less of a man because I couldn’t catch a football like some pro receiver? Or because I wasn’t an Olympic weightlifter when I entered the gym every week? Did that change my relationship with Macy? Of course not. None of that really mattered.

In the end, I realized my focus was in the wrong place. Derek was a better lover in virtually every respect… bigger, stronger, longer lasting. He was able to draw pleasure out of her I could not match. Yet, I no longer felt that as a loss… that my inadequacy was the key. It was HER pleasure that I wanted; that’s why I brought Derek in to begin with. I wanted her to feel the joy that she did under his care.

This visit, he had already done a strenuous workout at the gym. He could not go multiple rounds. Once he had given her what he wanted… she had cum many times by then… he came with a blast that left them both spent. He thanked her, then left with her still on the table, her naked ass hanging over the edge.

Our eyes locked on each other as I stared at the white cream forming on her vaginal lips.

“Do it,” she said.

“What?”

“Lick it up. Lick it out of me. All of it. I don’t want any of it hitting the floor.” What the fuck? I had already tasted his seed, but eating it out of her?

The pull of submission forced me between her legs. She reached around, pulling her ass cheeks apart.

“This is what you want to see, isn’t it? What Derek does to me… how wet he makes me… how much he leaves behind?”

She was right about that. I longed for him to give her everything he did. I inched closer, examining the trail of seed running down her leg, a glob ready to drop to the floor.

“Do it… now!” she barked.

It was as if she had a rubber band around my head, pulling me in. My tongue and lips dove into the mess, licking and slurping, trying to get it all. As I ate everything they had left behind together, she talked to me.

“This is the next rule for your submission, my love. Every time a guy leaves his seed inside me, you are to clean it out. Provide ‘cleanup,’ they call it. Is that clear?”

I pulled my face away. “Yes, Mistress.”

She shuddered as my tongue split her folds hungrily, lapping at every bit I could find.

“This weekend, it will be your responsibility to make sure I am clean and ready for the next man who wants to use my pussy. Your tongue will provide that cleaning.”

Now it was my turn to shudder. I continued to lick, but the thought of doing this over and over, for different men… Macy groaned more, pushing her sex harder onto my face. Fuck, she was enjoying this! I redoubled my efforts, slashing across her lips, stabbing at her clit.

Her body shook with the power of the release, as another big glob came pouring out, straight into my mouth. I hungrily sucked it in. My cock was a steel post as she gushed her release all over my face. I trembled with what that did to me…

Unable to resist, I stood up, grabbing her hips, slamming my cock into her sopping wet box. She protested weakly, trying to stay in Mistress-mode, yet she could not resist the pleasure. I gently pushed her onto her back, lowering her to the tabletop. At first, I tried to imitate Derek’s jackhammer. It was useless. Instead, I gave her a gentle, steady pace, slowing her heart rate, allowing her to fall under my spell.

She collapsed on the tabletop, letting go with another groan as I took control. She rotated her hips as I gently used her sheath. My hands massaged her ass cheeks, pulling them apart with each plunge inside. I knew she liked that. She quivered underneath me, a soft mewl telling me of her pleasure.

When her release came, it wasn’t an explosion like she had with Derek, but it was ours, and ours alone. One that came from the love we shared. I pushed my cock in as deep as it would go, filling her with the same seed that had given her two children!

Macy seemed to know what I had done, taking her back as mine. She turned to look at me, smiling.

“That was nice. But I’m supposed to be the mistress, right?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I chuckled, helping her off the table. Her lips were on me faster than I could straighten up.

“I love you so much, Terence,” she said, pulling back while keeping her arms around me. “Nothing we do changes that. You understand, don’t you?”

“I do now. Friday night, I had some doubts…”

Her quizzical look told me she had not understood the changes I had gone through.

“Let’s talk about it later,” I said. “We need to get you cleaned up.”

I took her up to the shower, back to full submissive. I scrubbed her head to toe, shampooed her hair, trimmed her public hair, and fingered her until she came. After that, we both collapsed in bed. All this sex was wearing us both out!


CHAPTER THREE




All that week, Derek came by after his workouts, giving Macy what she wanted… what we both wanted for her… and I got to watch. I never felt left out.

On the one night he didn’t take care of my bride, she went into full mistress-mode, tying me to the bed, releasing all her pent-up demand for pain, and maybe more.

This was the surprising development of the week… for me, at least. Macy really enjoyed causing me pain. No matter the subspace, or pleasure involved, she knew it was painful. And she wanted to do it, anyway. That was probably the hardest thing for me to accept in the end. How could this woman who says she loves me enjoy causing me so much pain?

Was there a subconscious reason to punish me? Maybe really unhappy with her life, so used this as an outlet to get back at me? Or did she do it because I enjoyed it? None of those explanations seemed completely adequate. Truth is, to this day, I have never found a suitable answer.

I knew one thing that had become increasingly clear. She wouldn’t stop, even when Derek eventually moved on. He had a habit of seeking the next ‘sweet, young thing.’ I had seen it many, many times over the years. I loved my wife, truly did, but she was no longer a sweet young thing. In our mid-30s, we were both aging. There was no way around that. Derek liked his breasts firm, his asses tight, and needed them to have the stamina to go on and on.

Macy was a mother of two with softening breasts and wider hips. And stamina? Working out and exercise had never been Macy’s thing.

I actually worried about that as the weekend with the guys approached. My friend had arranged for 4 guys to come play with her, yet every night Derek came over, my wife would end up absolutely wasted… just from Derek. My bride struggled with the stamina part. Their playing with each other was fun to watch, but I worried about what it meant for her with multiple guys. I was certain those guys wouldn’t want to stop just because she was a little tired.

I mentioned this to Derek when we were working out one evening. He just laughed.

“Not all are coming for her,” he said. What did he mean by that? I rubbed my ass, suddenly understanding.

He smiled at my surprised expression. “You get it, don’t you, Terry? You gonna get a good workout, too.”

“What about Macy?” I asked, clearly worried, trying to ignore his comment.

“She’ll get hers, but you’re right. She can’t last an entire weekend with five guys. Doesn’t have the stamina. Let’s move it to only Saturday night, staying until late Sunday morning. I don’t think she could take much more than that. I’ll let the guys know.”

Macy was a little disappointed when I told her the news… kind of. Behind her eyes, I saw a quiet relief. She must have been worried about it as well. Having said that, my mistress nearly took my skin off that night, whipping and paddling me viciously after Derek left. She screamed at me for having presumed to talk to Derek without her permission. I was begging for forgiveness by the time she was done with me.
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Here’s the thing. After our scorching weekend of discovery with Derek and my first real taste of submission, I was sure my relationship with Macy would be altered forever. After a weekend with five of them? I suspected there would be nothing left for me.

Just the opposite happened. Our relationship seemed to get better, more centered on each other, despite the nearly daily visits from Derek and the anticipation of the weekend.

Through her treatment of me when he wasn’t there, she made it clear that I was just as much her focus as he was. She didn’t treat me any differently in our daily life than she ever had, despite my being her new submissive in the bedroom.

I grew confident that my position in her world was not at risk. We even talked about it. She assured me frequently that she was not interested in leaving me for Derek, and she understood he wasn’t interested in her, either. At least, not in that way. The last thing he needed was a wife with baggage, torn away from his best friend, with two kids in tow. This was just about pleasure for them both. Nothing more.

Since we always took off this first week of our ‘kid vacation,’ when they went to stay with their grandparents for three weeks, we had plenty of time to be with each other.

Monday, we played a little, and she got hammered by Derek that evening. After he left, we could barely keep our hands off each other. All this new playing had turned her focus to me in a way I found surprising and delicious. We were becoming one unit, moving forward into this new world together.

Early Tuesday afternoon, she suggested we take a road trip… to Caroline’s. This was a supermarket for sex, two towns over from us. This was not your small suburban lingerie shop that had a few beginner dildos. Caroline’s had a full line of lingerie, something to serve everyone from suburban housewives wanting to add a little spice to stripper garb for the working professional. It also had everything from strap-on systems to large dildos for more specialized markets.

Downstairs was where Macy wanted to go. She had read an article about this place. You had to go to the very back of the store, where a small circular staircase took you into a BDSM wonderland of everything you could imagine. Cuffs, whips, floggers, clamps, associated bondage clothing, and BDSM furniture.

What I didn’t know, but my mistress did, was that Caroline had conveniently installed ‘fitting rooms’ in the back. Since no one could try on what they were selling, these rooms were actually gloryhole booths where conveniently placed openings, cock high, had been drilled between the booths. Consumers seeking such entertainment could go into a room for completely anonymous sex.

When we walked in the door, Macy went straight for the lingerie area. We had fun as she tried on various outfits for ‘her men’ this weekend. She finally settled on a green, nearly see-through gown, which she planned to wear with nothing underneath. My hard-on pressed against my shorts as I watched her traipsing around the store, seemingly unaware of the stares from other patrons.

Once her purchase was complete, she dragged me to the circular stairs at the back. Last weekend, we had used mainly toys from Derek’s collection. My new mistress wanted to get some of her own. The sales staff was helpful and unembarrassed, as she asked questions. She piled up cuffs, bed and chair restraint systems, canes, floggers, paddles, ball gags, and hooks into my waiting arms as she shopped. The staff just smiled, having seen this many times in the past, apparently.

Her last purchase was a spanking bench. I wasn’t sure what that was exactly, but my mistress did. She wanted me tied in a flat position with both my ass and back fully exposed. This would leave my head pointing forward, unable to turn away. She giggled to the clerk that this would be more comfortable than kneeling. The salesperson agreed, recommending she add eye-hooks for the cuffs.

After our purchases were made, I made the trip out to the car, piling everything except the bench into the back of our SUV. The bench was so heavy it would take its own trip. She told me to come back downstairs when I was done. When I returned, a small group had formed near a back hall as I came back down the stairs.

“Here he comes,” she said to the gathering. “My submissive will suck off three lucky men. The larger, the better. He needs some practice for a weekend I have planned.”

My look of surprise made the entire group roar with laughter. What did she mean by that?

“Go into the center booth. Take all your clothes off, then get on your knees. You’ll know what to do when it happens.”

Uncertainty filled me. Here? To whoever came in? It was one thing to do this with men that my best friend had carefully selected, and in the privacy of our home. Still another to do it with everyone knowing what I was doing.

When I didn’t move right away, she slapped me on the ass, whispering in my ear. “If I have to say it again, I will turn your ass into one big blister when we get home.”

Several men chuckled around us. They must have heard what she said. Embarrassment flooded my system. It must have been weird for them, watching this six foot, very muscular man, taking orders from this relatively small woman.

They must have seen the concern in my eyes… the reluctance. None cared. There was a gasp as I turned toward the center booth. Before opening the door, I got briefly distracted.

“Let’s see ‘em,” she giggled to the gathered men. “I need as big as possible.” Before anyone reacted, she turned back to me. “What are you waiting for? Get… I want your clothes off when they are ready.”

I walked into the booth as the zippers opened. It was big enough for two people, but not so wide I couldn’t touch both walls at the same time. The only other thing in the room was a chair with a small side table holding a tissue box and a bowl of condoms. I could see large holes in each side wall, just below waist high.

My clothes came off reluctantly. Fuck… what had I gotten myself into this time? There was a lot of laughing and groaning in the hall. I had to assume Macy was fondling them as they showed her what they had.

The door opened, Macy walking in, shutting it behind her. “Are you ready?”

“I can’t believe you’re wanting me to do this,” I whined.

She took one step across the booth, grabbing a fistful of my hair. “Put your hands behind your back,” she barked at me, though loud enough the guys outside must have heard it. She pulled the new wrist cuffs out of her large purse. Where had those come from? I thought I took those to the car? She soon fixed my hands behind me.

“You are the submissive,” Macy said, louder this time, almost yelling at me. I shrunk back at her new vehemence, feeling her control over me growing. “Do you want to stop being my sub?”

“No, Mistress… it’s just…”

“No exceptions. Either you are or you’re not. Which is it?”

All the playing we had done over the last week took on greater significance at that moment. My eyes flashed to the ground as fear of her stopping filled me.

“No… please… I will do what you want.”

She used another fistful of hair to pull my eyes up to hers. “Next time I have to say it a second time, we will stop altogether. No mistress would tolerate a sub questioning everything she does. You are to obey me in everything, or it will be nothing. Is that clear?”

I had never seen such anger in her eyes, or this new flare of viciousness. I shrank against her control… and my need for her to be this way. Why does this excite me so much? My cock throbbed in front of me.

“Okay, we’re ready,” she said to the crowd outside the booth.

A shaft filled both holes. Our eyes had never left each other. Macy released my hair, stepping back. “Do whatever it takes to have them cum all over your face.” This was not a question. I WAS to do this, or else!

I looked at her, not sure which to do first. She pointed in front of me as she leaned down, unfastening the cuffs. This was a relatively small shaft, only half-hard. I leaned forward, licking the pre-cum off the tip, then took it down my throat. The recipient gave a positive ‘fuck, yes!’ I tried to remember what Derek had taught me over the weekend as I sucked on the shaft.

Thankfully, it didn’t take long. Just before he came, he pulled out of my mouth. I brought my hands up, jacking him rapidly. Fucking hell! It must have been a while. His seed flew all over my face and chest. I sputtered as Macy laughed with a roar of pleasure that made me wonder.

I reached for the box of tissues. She barked for me to stop, pointing to the cock in the opposite wall. I was completely coated. Some even went up my nose! My mistress wanted me to do it while my face was covered? She clearly didn’t care about any discomfort.

My mouth went to work a second time. This shaft was much larger, seven inches at least, and wider. I had to use my hands because it wouldn’t go all the way in.

As I got into a rhythm, Macy stepped behind me, pushing the back of my head. “Take it deeper. I want it to tickle the back of your throat.”

It didn’t go as far as she needed. She gripped both sides of my head, pushing my mouth harder onto the shaft. The guy must have felt a little too much pressure, pulling back. Macy barked at the guy on the other side of the wall to push hard. The shaft came right back out at me.

Her control of my head kept my mouth busy while I worked it in-and-out, using my hands to jack it as I went. The guy kept thrusting as my wife kept pushing. I simply let go… let them use my mouth for whatever they wanted.

My Mistress would not let this one leave my mouth. As he came, she pulled my head back a little. Just enough to watch his full stream of jizz fill my throat. I sputtered, trying to breathe as the goo filled the back of my throat. Macy didn’t care. She held my head until the man was done.

“Swallow it,” she whispered in my ear, giggling as my face grimaced with the bitter taste. I did, taking two gulps to get it down. No, I would not enjoy doing this very often!

A cock appeared in the hole across the booth. Another one?

Holy shit… This one was huge… a full 8-9 inches, and wide. Where did she find these guys?

My Mistress had other plans for this one. She knelt down with me, our mouths only inches apart. We shared the shaft until it grew to its full 9-inch glory. She rubbed my own rigid cock while she was there, causing me to groan under her complete dominance.

She told me to let her do it, but stay close. Macy sucked and jacked the shaft until it blew, pointing it toward my face again. Her cackles of delight left me feeling so exposed and vulnerable as rope after rope of white cream sprayed all over me. Would I really do whatever she asked me to?

“Ooh, that was fun,” she giggled. “Wait till this weekend when you get multiple loads. Looking forward to that.”

Macy reached over for tissues, wiping the residue off me. I was so stunned at this strange turn that I let her, sitting back on my haunches.

The question of my willingness to do anything Macy wanted came back to me again. The gleam in her eye… her bright smile… This was my wife celebrating my having taken three loads from these guys… Why? Why was this so important to her? She loved forcing me to do that! My willing submission surprised me… even this! I guess that answers my question. Yes, even this. I would do anything for her. I shuddered at what this meant for my future.


CHAPTER FOUR




Walking out to the car proved even more embarrassing. All the guys from before were still hanging in the hallway. Some of them must have been the ones I had sucked on earlier. Macy seemed like an athlete who had won a big game, glad-handing them as she walked by, exchanging high-fives and congratulations.

What was I to make of that? She was celebrating making me suck on some guy’s dick? Why was THAT a cause worth being congratulated? And the looks I got as we walked through! Fuck… I wanted to crawl under a table somewhere… or smack some motherfucker in the mouth!

You need to understand… I’m a big guy. Not huge like Derek, but six feet, 210 pounds, very fit and muscular. I can honestly say very few guys have disrespected me and not received an unwelcome reaction that left them laying on the ground.

But now… my wife had humiliated me in front of these men, and was gleefully celebrating that action. And I was letting her! The way she was talking about us coming back soon, I got the impression she wanted to do it again and again. Left unspoken was ‘whenever SHE wanted.’ I had no say in the matter.

I felt myself visibly shrinking as they taunted me on the way through. ‘Great blow job, buddy.’ ‘Come back, need to work on your technique.’ ‘Wear panties next time. We’ll show you what that other hole is for.’

That last one almost took me over the edge. Macy knew it. She grabbed my arm, pulling me toward the stairs, afraid I was going to punch the guy.

Thankfully, I had to stop for the spanking bench on our way. It must have been the hard stare on my face, or the ease with which I picked the box off the floor, that gave them second thoughts about taking that line further. No one said anything as I easily wrestled the big box up the stairs.

We didn’t speak all the way to the car. The war inside me, between humiliation and anger, kept me silent. Macy could tell, letting me stew on my own.

As soon as we were safely in the SUV, I exploded. “What the fuck was that all about? Forcing me to do that in front of them… celebrating afterward… What the hell, Macy?” I jerked the wheel, moving into traffic.

Macy just stared at me. The grin was gone, but not the glee in her eyes.

“Am I your mistress or not?” was all she asked.

“Those guys were making fun of me! And you encouraged it.”

“You’ll have to admit it WAS kind of funny,” she smiled. “You took your clothes off, got on your knees, and sucked three guys until they came all over you. All because I told you to.”

The shock set in, making me shiver. There was no apology. No ‘I got carried away,’ or ‘we’ll be more careful next time.’ She really had enjoyed what happened.

I shriveled inside as I pulled onto the interstate. Tears were threatening to fall as I wondered what gates my submission had opened inside this woman, and what other things would come through them before I could stop the damage.

Right now, ‘gates to hell’ was all I could see! My loving wife had become something completely different, willing to intentionally humiliate me and enjoy doing it! Hosting 5 guys in my house this weekend took on new meaning. I shuddered, wondering what she would make me do.

I was looking straight ahead on the road, trying to get my fear in check. She had to see the hard look that resulted. We had been married a long time. She must know when she had gone too far. But this new ‘Mistress Macy’ didn’t seem to care.

Another 10 minutes went by before she spoke. “The guys coming this weekend want to test how much you can take.”

I blanched, listening to her calm words. It was the tone. So matter-of-fact, so unconcerned. Kind of ‘oh yes, I have arranged for some guys to come over to cause you as much pain as they can. Hope you’ll like it.’ What the fuck?

“Do you want that?” I asked.

She giggled, looking at me for a long moment, as if she just picked up my anxiety for the first time. “You’re probably right… this is so new to me, I’m getting carried away. Let’s start over. Would you like that? Having them come over to do that?”

“Not sure how to respond. Sort of… sounds exciting… in a way…”

“Me too!” she giggled, seeming to ignore the huge ‘in a way’ uncertainty.

“That’s the thing, Macy. Don’t take this wrong, but in the past… you were always so kind to me… almost to a fault. Gentle, even. When we made love, you… it’s just so different! I don’t know how to react. You seem to relish giving me pain, to want to humiliate me in almost vicious ways, enjoying it immensely. I’m no longer sure how to handle the difference between the two of you.”

She did not respond, and continued staring out the window as the miles flew by.

“I’ve thought about this a lot since we started last week,” I said. “You seem happier in control. Is that true?”

“Sure,” she said. “It’s where I should have been all along.”

“Here’s the thing that concerns me. You really seem to get into the pain part, the humiliation. I’ve enjoyed some of it too, but you REALLY LIKE IT!”

Macy looked at me finally, a smile of ‘guilty as charged’ on her face. “Truth is, I had no idea how much fun it would be, or how satisfying.” She seemed surprised at the reaction on my face, turning back to the window and the passing scenery, as if her mind was cataloging my reaction.

“Can I be honest with you about something?” she asked, turning back to me.

“Of course. Do you really need to ask me that?”

“I guess not, though this will be a hard conversation, I suspect.”

Not really sure where this was going, I nodded my approval for her to continue.

“You’ve always wanted me to be a stronger presence in our relationship. Almost from the beginning of our marriage. I knew that, even then. I didn’t do it because I was afraid of your reaction… to my taking control, I mean. No matter how much I would like that, I worried it would be risky for us as a couple.”

She paused for a moment, getting her thoughts together again. I wondered how long she had wanted to do this, and how much of the way she was before had been fake, to preserve the marriage.

“Truth is,” she said, her face now hard, like when she was in Mistress-mode. “I was afraid of your reaction. I sensed you wanted it, needed it even.” She smiled. “But I didn’t want a wimpy husband requiring me to make every decision. When we were outside of our playing, I needed you to be a regular person, a good partner. I was afraid if I came on too strong, you would give up completely, requiring me to make every decision in our marriage. NOT a fit partner! I didn’t want that. Do you understand?”

“I see what you mean,” I replied. And I did. Neither of us had experience at being married. I suspected I would have given in just as she worried.

“It’s one thing to want a submissive in the bedroom, quite another to have a third child to take care of. I didn’t want to make all of life’s decisions for us both.”

“I get that too,” I said. “You didn’t want me to become submissive about all aspects of our lives together.”

She touched my leg, a touch of regret. “I wanted to take control while we were at the resort. Just didn’t have the courage. Now, with Derek, and our breakthrough, I can let myself go, understanding you will keep a ‘session’ as a separate thing.”

“I understand that part, but this love of pain and humiliation… you’ve always wanted that too?”

“I have always loved to read erotica. You know that. What you may not know is that most of my stories are about female domination. I get really excited when the woman uses the man for whatever she wants. Really gets me going, babe.”

“I can tell,” I laughed nervously.

“Is it okay that I like this so much?”

“I love it in some ways, I guess. If you had told me five years ago that my rightful place was to be a submissive in the bedroom, having you whip me whenever you want, or sucking guys off, I would’ve called you an idiot. Now… it feels right in some ways, hard in others… like walking through that group of guys.”

I paused, unable to hide the fear in my tone. “But this love of causing me pain? And humiliating me so completely in front of those men at Caroline’s… It worries me about the future. Do you have any limits?” I shuddered at the memory of walking out, the way they taunted me.

That startled her, my unexpected reaction. “Not sure how to answer that. It’s all so new… Maybe I haven’t learned to read your reactions yet. You were hard almost the entire time you were in the booth. The harder I pushed, the more excited you got. Denying your release was part of the fun. You didn’t think so?”

I could see there was a mismatch of emotions and expectations in the middle of that question. She was right… in some ways. The entire experience was quite arousing.

Before I could say anything, she interrupted my thoughts. “You have your safeword. I will respect it if you use it. Is there anything else you need?”

It suddenly broke through this thick skull of mine. This WAS the real her! Pushing her own sexual needs aside for the ‘good of the marriage’ was no longer an option. My willing submission had given her the permission she needed to release the genuine Femdom Macy underneath her gentle facade. I shuddered at what that meant for my future if her humiliating treatment of me at Caroline’s was the ‘real’ her.

We didn’t speak the rest of the way home. She had said what she wanted me to hear. And her husband understood the steel in those words.

My choices were simple. I was free to stop this new direction whenever I wanted. But until I did, she would be the Mistress and do whatever the fuck she wanted. My only actual choice was whether to become her submissive… or not. What we did while we played was all her choice, not mine. She would give me no room for questioning her orders. I was hers to do with as she pleased.

The rest of the afternoon, I put the bench together in our living room… naked, except for the collar, of course.

As soon as it was done, she took the proverbial mistress ‘gloves off.’ Holy shit! She strapped me to the bench on my stomach, a special cutout allowing my balls and shaft to swing freely. Macy took full advantage of this position, viciously pounding my ass, back, and upper thighs, with all the new toys she had. Her twisting and stroking of my shaft and balls kept me perpetually on edge while she did it. Though she always stopped just short of my release.

When she was done, she massaged where she had left red marks as I quivered at the hard fall into subspace that seemed to come easily now. She clearly loved pushing me there.

The warmth of her love could not have been more obvious afterward. This treatment, followed by being left bound in that position, fed my dependence on her. And our need to be together. The incredible pain of the hour before, and then her touch, suffused into a glow of love that sank into my very soul. I had never felt contentment and sexual satisfaction like that.

Seems weird, right? To have her hit me so hard for so long, then touch me to show the love she felt for me? Yet, that was the way it was. My bride needed this ‘reconnecting’ somehow.

About that time, I heard a knock at the door. She left me bound in that position as Derek plowed her to climax after climax on the sofa right in front of me. I couldn’t have turned away even if I had wanted to.

While I watched, I realized, seemingly for the first time, that we had become a different couple. Was this our real selves that had been revealed last week? If so, it was now a permanent part of us. I knew then that she would not give up being the way she was, and I no longer wanted her to. If this was what Macy needed, I was more than willing to offer my body to make her happy.

Unfortunately, I didn’t really understand how deep her growing needs went, or how eager she was to use me to satisfy them. The woman I thought of as loving and gentle became something very different, more than willing to take me up on the ‘open access’ offer. I would never be the same again.


CHAPTER FIVE




The reality of my new world began that Tuesday night with Derek’s visit. They strapped me to the bench, forcing me to watch until Derek went home. I wasn’t blindfolded or caged, though there was none of the loving touch of that special night over the weekend.

Something had changed at Caroline’s. Macy had decided to fine tune her control to emphasize her dominance over my every decision. Our talk in the car had only encouraged her to do more. She now wanted to make my cuckold status permanent, not a ‘session’ thing. From then until Friday morning, she would not touch me unless I was bound, unable to touch her back. She rejected all my attempts at hugs and affection, sometimes harshly. I wasn’t allowed to initiate any form of sexual contact.

During the day, in-between sessions of increasingly painful falls into subspace, she would edge me, never allowing me to go over the top. My balls actually ached with the need to cum. Mistress did not care. She was too busy forcing me to eat her to repeat orgasms. We spent our time during the day, before Derek arrived each night, with me fastened to the spanking bench. Here, she practiced her new Mistress skills.

My wife seldom missed an opportunity to taunt me about the men coming that weekend. Everything about the plans was fair game. How many there would be. What they would do with her. How many orgasms she would have. But by Wednesday, those taunts would more often be about what they would do with me. As her strikes became more painful each day, she promised even more pain for me when these powerful men had open permission to do what they wanted.

Occasionally, she playfully massaged and stroked me, continuing her edging, as long as I was tied to something and unable to touch her back. Grasping at anything at that point, I took these touches as proof that love remained between us.

But with Derek’s arrival each night, I was barely in the room, as far as she was concerned. I began to feel like her loving daytime play, no matter how painful, was simply preparation for the increasingly harsh emotions that buffeted me each night.

Derek had other priorities than my pain. It was my job to get him hard, just with my mouth. They had me on my knees, hands fastened behind my back, sucking away while they necked above me. Despite my feelings of being irrelevant to their playing, I came to enjoy the sucking start of the evening very much. Mainly because Derek would stroke my hair while I sucked him, and he always leaned down to give me a scorching kiss when he was ready.

Once her lover was hard, I went back to the bench or chair, and he did to my bride whatever pleased him. She never denied Derek any request. By the time he was inside her, Macy seemed uninterested in my presence. She no longer paid attention to me at all once they tied me in place for their session.

She let me loose only for the required cleanup after Derek had delivered his seed to her.

The odd part is that this became my favorite part of every session, despite the unbelievable humiliation that stabbed me in the heart. Here was incontrovertible proof of what had happened, of how much better a lover he was than I, of how hard Macy had cum during the multiple releases he gave her. I had seen it all with my own eyes. Licking it out of her just made it more real, somehow.

I wanted this for Macy, driving my tongue deep into her slit, scooping everything out. Macy would almost always cum when I licked his seed out of her. What could be better than that, am I right?

Thursday afternoon, as I lay across the bench, feeling the lash of her cane across my back, I was so deep into subspace my mind wandered. Where did she want this to go? Was this just for the three week ‘kid vacation?’ Or was this something more? I shuddered at the idea of that as another strike felt like my skin was coming off.

My beloved wife had become colder, harsher, without the emotion of earlier sessions. It was as if I had hired a stranger to hit me whenever that person wanted. Macy had stopped being a sharing partner, looking for mutual pleasure. This was all for her.

Even outside of sessions, we seldom spoke without her giving me orders or treating me like her submissive. This person, who had professed to love me only a few days before, showed only the tiniest proof that her love had survived the transition to ‘Mistress-hood.’

What would happen when the kids returned? I couldn’t go around the house naked when they were around. Surely she would not treat me like this. Would she? As each day passed, I became more uncertain of where we were headed, and worried if we would survive as anything more than play partners.
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This came to a head that Thursday night. Derek had decided he wanted back in the pain game, though he didn’t want to make any visible lashes. My skin needed to be pristine and ready for the men coming Saturday night. To play, he had to be more creative.

That night, I learned a hard lesson about my friend. He could treat me just as harshly as my mistress. It was as if the permission I had given them to control me had uncovered a cruelty I could scarcely have imagined before.

He moved me onto the spanking bench, positioning me in what he called a ‘reverse hogtie.’ I had read about a hogtie before. This was where the dominant tied the wrists and ankles together, usually behind the back.

That would not be enough for Derek. He wanted to leave me exposed, so he did the hogtie while I was on my back on the bench, fastening my legs and wrists to the bench below me. This left my body and crotch open to whatever they wanted.

Before he started, a ball gag found its way into my mouth and a blindfold covered my eyes. What followed made all previous pain sessions look like gentle warm-ups.

Repeated full-handed slaps to my cock and balls started the fun. Soon, they used those same clothespins from the first night to cover my chest and stomach, all the way down to covering my balls. They must have used hundreds of them. As soon as they were in place, hands waved through them, causing them to pinch me ruthlessly. The beginning warmth of the pins gradually became abject torment as the hundreds of clamps bit into my tender flesh.

I screamed into the gag repeatedly, trembling on the bench as the hand slaps on my cock and balls began again. By this time, my entire body raged with agony, unable to stop anything or control the hard fall into subspace.

But they never allowed me to find that floating state of pleasure I craved. Each time I groaned with the sudden turn to pleasure, they would switch tactics, adding something to begin the pain phase again. Nipple and ball clamps, a hot substance that dripped onto my skin, weights on my ball sac clamps that grew gradually more intense as they added more. They got quite creative at increasing my agony.

Along the way, a warm mouth would cover my cock, sucking until I was hard again amongst the pain, but they always stopped just short of my release, beginning again with the hard strikes on my now stiff rod.

The worst was at the end. Derek had apparently brought some kind of instrument that delivered electric shocks. One of them would place it against my cock and balls, repeatedly touching the tender flesh. This delivered excruciating pain while the other ripped the clothespins off.

My screams into the gag just made them do more to increase the anguish, causing me to thrash more. I could find neither comfort nor pleasure. Above me, I could hear them laughing at my torment, trying to come up with new ways to increase the discomfort. With one last plunge of the electric wand, this time against my rear bud, they had apparently had enough.

I collapsed against the bench, panting heavily through the gag. They were laughing and congratulating each other on the ‘great session’ as they took off the blindfold and gag. The trembling wouldn’t stop as my mind and body tried to recover from the fog of what had happened.

What the fuck? Was it going to be like this all weekend? This was too much, wasn’t it? How can they enjoy doing this to me? But they clearly did. As my mind cleared, thoughts of using my safeword came to mind. I couldn’t take any more…

Until Macy dropped her mouth to my rod, and Derek’s cock pushed its way into my mouth. This was not a tease. She was going at me with only one purpose in mind. After the edging all week, and the unbelievable pain over the last… however long it had been… I came harder than I could ever remember, sucking on Derek’s cock like a vacuum cleaner! My body shook, trembling as each blast exploded out of me. There was something about sucking while cumming that took me to a higher level.

I had built up so much reserve over her week of edging that my cream coated my entire front! The awkward position of the hogtie amplified the pleasure of the release as my body jerked against the bondage. The previous heaving after the pain became deep gulps for air, trying to recover as my heart pounded in my chest.

“He liked it, don’t you think, loverboy?”

I could hear what they were saying, but could barely understand it. The fog of the last hour still clouded my mind.

“I think he did,” he chuckled. “The question is… did he like the pain or the release better?”

“Well?” Macy asked me, stroking my now flaccid shaft as she leaned over to kiss me. I struggled to answer as I came out of the fog. She giggled, not surprised at my laggard response. “I think he needs some rest.”

Derek unfastened my arms and legs, helping me up. I wobbled on my feet, trying to figure out where I was. Before I could say anything, they were leading me up the stairs to our guest bedroom. The new bed restraint system had been installed there by one of them. They put me on my back, wrists and ankles fastened in a full X-position.

“We’ll leave the door open so you can listen, bud,” Derek said. Then they left me there. Soon, the unmistakable sounds of their groaning and humping filled the space between us. After all that, they weren’t even going to let me watch them make it?

Tears dripped down my face as Macy cried out her first release at the hands of her lover. Bed movement followed shortly as he pounded into my bride. An unstoppable sorrow welled up in me.

I had given them permission to do what they wanted. I knew that. But did they have to be so cruel about it? I had no idea they would take that permission to such extremes. I couldn’t even imagine it as a possibility.

They were still going at it when exhaustion finally took its toll. Just as I fell asleep, memories of that cumming after the pain filled me with an odd joy. Maybe it wasn’t so bad. I could still hear them going at it as I faded into darkness.


CHAPTER SIX




Friday morning, I awoke to Macy standing over my bed. They had left me in this position all night. She unhooked me, helping me up to stretch and go to the bathroom. We went down to eat.

When I tried to speak to her at the breakfast table, she told me if I said a word without permission, she would put the ball gag back in.

“May I speak, Mistress,” I said.

Before I could say anything, she told me to go upstairs and wash the sheets on our bed. ‘They were kind of nasty after what he did to me last night,’ she told me, giggling. She clearly didn’t care about the pain that had to be reflected in my expression.

Something cracked in my heart at that moment. She wouldn’t even allow me to speak to her now? That safeword came back to mind. I knew it wouldn’t matter. Her own needs were now in charge, not mine. Maybe I had started this by wanting her to take greater control, but we were way past that now. My Macy, the love of my life, the mother of my children, had shunted onto an alternative path away from me. I was no longer part of the decision process.

I trudged upstairs, now wondering how we were even going to survive this.

She wasn’t kidding about the sheets. Small brown spots told me all her openings were now available to Derek. We had done anal fairly often, but Derek was so much bigger. I was a little surprised she could take him back there.

The sheets and pillowcases went into the washer. I pulled the ones from the guest room too, just in case we would use the room over the weekend.

While pulling the bedclothes off, every muscle in my body screamed at me. Combining the awkward position of the hogtie with being fastened in the X all night had left me in terrible shape… sore and stiff. With my weightlifting experience, this was not the first time I had sore muscles. It was kind of part of the deal.

In the hallway outside the laundry room, my joints creaked as I stretched, needing some very specific muscle groups to get relief. I reached up to touch the collar still around my neck. A living symbol of what I was now… to her AND to my friend.

The stretching helped me in other ways, too. It helped me focus on my body, and avoid thinking about everything else that was happening. I felt the taught skin where the pins had covered my torso. Looking down, I could see the skin marks all over my stomach and chest. And my balls… that blast at the end might have been the greatest orgasm ever, but repeated smashing of my balls had left them just as sore as my limbs.

Spinning my arms and alternately lifting my legs to my chest felt great, even though it didn’t settle the thoughts of what had happened.

Especially about how I had missed these cruel tendencies in my loving wife. She was enjoying this stuff way too much… gloried in it.

I touched the collar again, shivering at what I had already seen and what she had promised was coming.

My capitulation had unleashed something very nasty in her, that’s for sure. Thoughts of the previous sessions filled me. The joy on her face when she first started striking me… her intentional debasement of me at Caroline’s… the painful week, culminating in that session last night.

I didn’t even know how to react to last night. She had giggled, clapped and celebrated every time I fell harder into more pain and humiliation. Then strapping me to the guest room bed, forced to listen to them go at it? I guess she had wanted some privacy for that round.

Changing stretching positions, I faced the wall, pressing against it, twisting my torso. The cruel joy on Macy’s face filled my memory. Had our relationship always been on some edge, just waiting for this nastiness to break loose? In all our years together, I could not remember seeing this part of her personality. How had I missed that?

While the sheets made their way through wash, rinse, and dry, I walked back downstairs. Macy was in my den, on her computer. I could see a chat window open, though not who she was chatting with.

“I need a shower,” I said. She had told me not to speak, but I wasn’t about to write it on a piece of paper. The flash of anger on her face turned instantly to concern when she saw the pin pricks covering my front.

“Do those hurt?”

“Not too bad. More sore from being tied down for so long and having my balls slapped. My ass can take a beating, it appears. Balls… I suspect they were not meant for being abused like that.”

She did not respond to the words, just reached out, massaging those balls. I grimaced at the touch, but still gloried at her touch.

“Put your hands behind your back,” she said softly, though her tone told me she expected to be obeyed.

“Macy, come on… I need a break.”

Her grip on my balls became a vise, squeezing them tight. I grimaced at the push against the already tender flesh.

“Do I hear a safeword?” My mind repelled from that tone more than the grip. My wife could not have cared less about what I needed.

“No, Mistress,” I said, retreating into my submissive world, gripping my hands behind me.

“Then I’ll decide when breaks are needed. Go up and shower. I might join you. We could both use a scrubbing.” She released my jewels, pointing to the door.

I nodded my head at the words, turning toward the door. Her attention returned to the chat window. I knew I would do it, do everything she told me.

This week had broken me somehow. I felt it in my very bones. The strong, tough-minded guy of before had been replaced… with what? A simpering wimp unable to say ‘no’ to the simplest request? Hadn’t I already become the man she feared I would in our trip back from Caroline’s? The one unable to separate play from real life?

These thoughts swirled in my head as I switched the sheets in the laundry room, starting the water for the shower. Testing the water just made me smile. I let her squeeze my sore balls so hard they hurt, and she could whip my back until I screamed, but I couldn’t tolerate the water of the shower above a certain temp. I HAD become the man she had feared.

I stared at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, examining the pin pricks in more detail. They were already fading. The memory didn’t. I shook my head at the weirdness of it all.

But how weird is it? Didn’t I choose to submit to her, to wear her collar? Suddenly, a revelation swept through me.

I got it… the key to the whole thing. It washed over me like some kind of epiphany! Sure, Macy could be cruel and demanding. Wasn’t this what I wanted, for her to get what she needs? For her to satisfy an itch that had remained unscratched for the last 13 years.

The reality sunk in. I was getting what I needed, too, right? Despite my protests at her treatment, I was enjoying her being this way. Maybe that pain last night was more than I wanted, but not too much… The truth washed through me like a fresh breeze on a hot summer night.

She had become the Mistress I had always dreamed about in my darkest fantasies. She wanted to control me utterly, and I wanted her to take that control. This WAS what I wanted.

There was no question: I could stop it at any time. That safeword was just a symbol. I was so much stronger… Any time she let me loose, all the cuffs and toys could be in the trash before she even knew what happened. And judging by the way she reacted to Derek’s aggressiveness, she would probably enjoy that turn… if I decided to take it.

But that’s not what I wanted, was it? I shuddered, staring at the collar on the cabinet, getting into the shower. This new revelation pushed deeper into my psyche. I HAD changed this week. We both had. I had given in to my basest desires and given her permission to do the same.

The joy of it washed over me like a warm spray as I relished the warm water, scrubbing my hair. Nothing had ever given me greater pleasure than that orgasm last night. No, wait… the truth pushed deeper. I stood in the shower, letting the water wash over me. She had been right all along. This was ALL about me.

I wanted her to take control. Wanted her to be my Mistress. All last night, I had dreamed about being on my knees in that booth, trembling at the joy of it; my cock hard as stone. I wasn’t hard because I wanted to suck cocks. My shaft reflected the authentic truth. It was hard because I WANTED to obey, aroused by it. I truly was the submissive she had noticed.
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Just as the pleasure of that thought spread through me, the shower door opened. My lovely wife stepped in. She was back to full Mistress-mode, barking orders. She told me how she wanted to be scrubbed. How to shampoo her hair. I obeyed. This time with the joy of my revelation. I couldn’t have responded faster, or with more enthusiasm.

As if she could sense something had happened, I was soon on my knees at her instruction. I buried my face in her snatch, licking to please her… and now… I suddenly realized… to please myself. Her hands gripped my hair, guiding that tongue to be where she wanted.

This was exactly where I should be… that joy spread further as all uncertainty lifted. Let her humiliate me! I’m stronger than anything she can do to me. The truth went deeper. She could find her inner mistress any way she needed. I wanted her to do whatever she desired, and I would give her everything I was to help. Her happiness and pleasure were my highest priority.

“I’ve got a surprise for you, my sub. We’re going to have a new visitor today. Someone unexpected.” Her hands pushed my tongue deeper as she came softly, shuddering above me. “This is going to be a fun day for us both.”

The idea piqued my curiosity, but I no longer cared. I was hers to command. Whatever she wanted was good for me.

“Yes, my Mistress. I will do whatever you want.”

She grabbed my hair, turning my eyes up to hers. “Do you really mean that? You want me to be in control?”

“Yes, Mistress. I want that very much.”

“I worried I may have overstepped yesterday… at Caroline’s.”

“No, Mistress. I’m good. I am your willing submissive. Be who you want to be.”

And just like that, the tentative pact we had made before, between mistress and submissive, full of the nervousness of new beginnings, had become a contract. I felt the joy in both of us. Her smile told me of a release of concern, a new opening. Her question showed she had known of my second thoughts before. Whatever had happened in the shower, I had now committed fully to her control. My loving wife could not have been happier.

And her sub wanted her happiness more than anything else in the world!

I got out of the shower, grabbing towels. Macy moved out, holding her arms away from her body. No words were spoken. My towel found every part of her, languishing on her breasts and ass… longer than needed.

“You’re supposed to be drying, not playing,” she giggled. “Concentrate. Our guest is going to be here soon. We need to get ready.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I chuckled. “Hard to ignore those luscious mounds so openly available.”

She burst out laughing, taking my head in her hands, pulling me down for a kiss that scorched my very soul. Such passion!

“What happened up here?” she asked. “Something did…”

“Not much. I just realized how much I loved being your submissive. You were right all along. This was just what I wanted to be. I won’t resist any longer, or question your orders.”

Her eyes sparkled with this news, reaching for a towel, drying me. This was new… her serving me?

“I don’t know what it is, Terence. I know I get too cruel, too abusive sometimes. These impulses just come out of me. You don’t mind?”

“Not anymore. I want you to get what you need out of the experience as much as I do. My need is to obey. I will no longer resist. Mold me any way you desire. If you go too far, I promise to let you know.”

I knew I had hit just the right tone. Her eyes renewed that sparkle, though the cruelty that lingered underneath left me wondering if I had made the right choice. The love of my life had shown a ferocious side that often left me screaming in pain.

I smiled back at her. What else could she do? I had taken some tough treatment this week and lived through it. The pain and pleasure combination definitely suited me. If it makes her this happy, I’m good with whatever she does.

That smiling face hardened, looking up at me. She was back to Mistress-mode. “Get the bed made. Our company will be here soon. I want you in cuffs and on the bed before they get here.

I smiled back, saying only, “Yes, Mistress,” as I placed the collar back on my neck. Macy did not miss the message that action conveyed. I was hers for real now… by my free choice. It was MY hand putting the collar back on my throat. No more hesitation or resistance. No more questioning.

The glee I saw in her smile made me shudder, both in fear of what was to come, and in joy… for us both.

It didn’t matter. Whatever she wanted… I was good with that!


CHAPTER SEVEN




I needed to get busy. Our bedroom sheets were just coming out of the dryer and the guest bedroom was ready for its turn. When I walked into the bedroom, the cuffs were laid out on the bed. I set them on the nightstand, making the bed. The bedclothes smelled clean and fresh, ready for whatever was to come.

Who was this new guest? I wondered. Had Derek set her up with someone new? Or maybe she had found someone online…

I was glad she was thinking about what would happen post-Derek. We could have a lot of fun with the guys, and Derek, this weekend, but I was certain he would not stick around a lot longer. I had seen it too many times to think anything had changed.

Our gym workouts had continued this week, though less consistent than in the past because of Mistress’ demands. During our chatting while we waited for machines, Derek began opening up about his other relationships. He spoke little about Macy and my own position in that world, but he had plenty to say about Maggie being upset he was no longer available. And a new one, Karen, who had recently joined the gym. She was already going through the skimpier-outfit cycle as she positioned herself closer to Derek. After this weekend, I suspected the nightly visits would fall off, if not stop altogether.

By the time Macy came out of the bathroom, I had the cuffs on and was on my knees next to the bed. She looked at her watch, smiling. Almost time, I guess.

“Hop up on your stomach. I am feeling especially mean today and you need to be punished for making me feel this way.” What? Why should I be punished for her feelings? I smiled at her. No matter my confusion, I had agreed to obey.

Lying on the bed, she fastened my wrists and ankles to the corners, making sure they were especially tight this time, allowing very little movement. Walking out to the Linen closet, she returned with a blanket which she rolled into a tight log.

“Lift your hips,” she said. I obeyed immediately. Macy slipped it under my hips, leaving my ass poking into the room with my scrotum hanging over the back.

A large flat paddle soon found its way to my ass cheeks. Her renewed viciousness told me she was having a good time.

“What could have given you the idea that you had a say in what I did? I am the Mistress. This is my price to be your mistress. I get to do whatever I want. You can stop it only if we stop forever.”

A rain of incredible pain dropped me into subspace as I moaned under her lashes. Belts followed. Pushing my ass out to her showed my new willingness. She chortled at my action, a laugh straight out of an old melodrama, with the villain cackling in glee at his latest scheme coming to fruition.

“I am really going to enjoy this,” she laughed more, the rain of pain now growing more intense as she moved to a thin rod.

Suddenly, she stopped at the sound of the doorbell, throwing the tools on the bed, rushing out to answer. I tried to use the time to get my breath back.

I heard women talking downstairs, then steps as they came into our room. It was Avery, her best friend from down the block! She had a small bag in her hand and they giggled at seeing me tied to the bed. My ass was naked and available. What the fuck?

“Oh, my… he does look delicious. You weren’t kidding,” Avery giggled.

Our guest dropped her bag, picked up a cane from the stack and went at me. Holy fuck! She was either much more experienced or stronger than Macy. Harsh creases of pain followed each strike, as she covered my ass and back. I wriggled underneath, surprised at what was happening, the sudden start.

“He’ll do anything… allow us to do whatever we want. Won’t you, my sub?”

My new tormentor had to stop before I could get the words out. “Yes, Mistress.”

Macy picked up another toy, and the two of them went at me for what seemed forever. I floated in subspace, groaning at each slash, unable to absorb the constant blows. My wife switched back to her beloved broad-faced paddle, systematically covering my ass with blow-after-blow. I could feel the heat rising out of the skin.

Avery had stepped aside, moving to stand in front of me. In a very sultry way, she removed her shorts and tank top. No undergarments interfered with my view. She used her hands to hold her breasts out at me. Our neighbor was what they used to call ‘voluptuous,’ not thin and moderate-breasted like Macy. She had large breasts with hips to match. Her shaven pubes dripped with the arousal she was feeling.

“Your Mistress tells me you need some anal training for the weekend. I’m here to provide it.” As she spoke, her hand went into the bag, pulling out a leather harness with a dildo attached.

Anal training? What did she mean… oh fuck… those guys wanted to do that to me? Surely not…

“I’m lending your mistress one of mine,” she chuckled, “so we can both have some fun.”

Macy stepped next to her, pulling a second harness out of the bag. This dildo was bigger than the first. Longer and wider. Avery became her teacher. While she instructed Macy how to fit it around her hips, positioning the dildo so it touched her clit, she spoke to me.

“This is called a strap-on. It allows us to make use of your holes whenever we want. They excite the clit while we use you. Won’t that be fun?”

I could barely get past that they were going to put those in me, and I didn’t reply. Avery reached toward the bed, picking up whatever was there, viciously pounding my rear.

“You speak when your mistress asks you a question. Is that clear?” She did not stop, waiting for a response. The pounding continued as I groaned, trying to process the assault. All I could see was the strap-on flopping up-and-down as she struck me.

“Yes… yes, Mistress. You will find it fun.”

She stopped hitting, returning to Macy. “That’s better. It will be fun for you, too, I think. Lewis says it is very pleasurable.” She giggled, her smile turning toward my wife. “Though we really don’t care if they like it, do we?”

Her mirth at that statement, and Macy’s agreement, sent shivers through me. I knew Avery meant it, and the way Macy was progressing, she was not far behind. My complete surrender in the shower meant I was now officially a toy, to be used as they wanted.

The surprise was that Lewis enjoyed it. He was a business owner and a major player in our Home Owners Association. Nothing weak about that guy. Was he like me? Wanting to be submissive?

I felt movement on the bed between my legs, then a cool drop of liquid between my cheeks.

“When your mistress wants anal play, you will be required to give yourself an enema before you get on the bed,” Avery instructed.

A finger pushed inward. My grunt of surprise made them burst with laughter. A second finger found its way in. I grimaced as the spread stretched my ring. Nothing happened for a bit as my rear bud got used to the stretch, then another finger found its way through. I cried out with that one, feeling genuine pain.

Avery seemed to understand what was going on. “Push back against me, like you’re trying to push it out.” I did that. The three-finger set seemed to go deeper, my ass gripping the intruders in a pleasant pulse.

“Yes… you’re hungry for it,” she chuckled. “Your ass knows what it wants. You can sense the coming pleasure…”

She was right. Once I was used to the intrusion, I pushed back against it, feeling a shard of something strong as she penetrated deeper.

More movement on the bed, this time her positioning above me. I could feel the much larger head of the dildo pushing in, then more… and more. I tried pushing back against it again, trying to push it out like she said, but it was huge compared to my hole.

I grunted, causing a gasp from Macy. She didn’t know what to expect. Avery did. My new mistress did not stop pushing until the entire fullness had me pinned under her.

“You can feel it, can’t you? The fullness, the length.” Movement shocked me. I could actually feel it inside me. She began moving now, rhythmically, in and out. Slow at first, but gaining speed.

Oh fuck… I could barely breathe as the pleasure exploded out of that hole. Each plunge blasted upward, bringing a deep groan out of me that caused them both to laugh.

I felt a tapping on my face, opening my eyes. The other dildo was inches from my face. Macy was staring down at me. I opened my mouth, allowing her to push it in. Hers was not as big as Derek, though still big! It stretched my mouth wide, intruding down my throat. Just before I gagged for breath, she pulled back. The bliss of sucking Derek returned just as Avery made another plunge.

The combination of shafts in my mouth and ass filled all my senses! Groans escaped as the pace picked up. I could hear the women find their own pleasure as they became more aggressive with me, shifting their hips to use each plunge for their own needs.

Avery pounded into me, crying out with one release, then another. Macy did not have as much luck cumming in this position. Avery pulled out abruptly. Macy followed. She moved to replace her friend, burying it deep. Avery fled to the bathroom.

“Fuck me, Mistress,” I said, looking back at her while she fucked me. “Use me to make you cum. Fuck me as much as you want.”

It was like a switch had been flipped in my wife. She attacked my ass, plunging repeatedly as she gasped with the growing sensations. I pushed my ass back against each plunge, allowing it to go deeper. With each push back, I tried to shift my hip a little, scraping the dildo across her clit. Those gasps became moans.

A tap on my face tore me away from my mistress. Avery was back. Her dildo in front of me. I could smell the fresh water and soap she had used to clean it. Though, truthfully, it wouldn’t have mattered to her. She didn’t give me any choice, pushing the thing down my throat.

“Fuck him,” Avery screamed at Macy. “This piece of shit needs to know who’s boss. You want her to be boss, don’t you?” she said, leaning down at me. “You love for her to take you, to use you however she wants.” I tried to say ‘yes,’ even if she didn’t allow it to come out. “I’m going to teach your Mistress how to control you, how to drive you deeper into your submission. You will hunger for it, for her to use you any way she wants. There will be nothing left, except your hunger for more.”

Having both holes filled and hearing those words… just what I wanted… caused me to fall HARD into subspace, trembling under the dual assault. I knew she was right. I was already getting there. The idea of telling her ‘no’ seemed totally foreign as the waves of pleasure washed through me. How had I ever lived without this?

I seldom left that bed the rest of the afternoon. When they weren’t fucking me, they were viciously using every toy they had to bring torment. My mind reeled at the whipsawing between pleasure and pain, wanting more.

Late that afternoon, Macy disconnected me from the bed, telling me to get on my hands and knees. She went into my ass one last time. Avery got on her back, sliding underneath, taking my cock in her mouth. My wife pounded into me while her friend made it clear what she intended.

I groaned at the constant pressure from the rod filling me and the mouth pleasuring. After a day of sensual discoveries, it didn’t take long. I cried out as my spunk flew down Avery’s throat. My wife came on her last plunge, shaking against my hips.

My body trembled at everything that had happened. They said it was for them, that I was the toy to be used, but it seemed like I had gotten as much pleasure as they had.

When Macy pulled out, Avery slapped the side of my head. “It is your job to help your Mistress out of the harness and to clean it. She needs to rest. Get to it!”

Despite my struggles at concentrating after that monstrous release, I moved around, helping Macy off the bed. The harness was easy to get off, though the shaft was definitely gross. I went into the bathroom, rinsing it off, scrubbing with a disinfectant soap. When I returned, the two of them were on the bed, kissing and caressing each other.

Macy pointed to my chair. Avery was just as aggressive as Derek. My wife gave herself to her, suckling Avery’s breasts when offered. Fingers went into needy holes and they were soon moaning with one last release for each other.

The funny part. When Avery dressed, she never even acknowledged I was in the room. She thanked Macy for the fun time, recommended we try it again, and even offered to become a regular partner for just the two of them. Her submissive was not part of the plan, unless they wanted me to be, and certainly no part of the decision-making.

They went down arm-in-arm, giggling like schoolgirls, as Avery left.

Wow! This was a surprise development. I had no idea my wife liked the ladies. I guess we were all discovering new things about ourselves this year.


CHAPTER EIGHT




That night, she had me cleaning the bathrooms around the house to prepare for the guys on Saturday night. After I was done, she told me to get dressed. We were going out to eat.

My mistress wavered several times about taking the collar off. She liked the idea of broadcasting my submissive status to everyone, but wasn’t sure she wanted the questions or gossip about it. Regrettably, it was a hot summer in our Midwest city. She couldn’t come up with something for me to wear to cover it. So it came off, lying on the dresser for our return.

As we pulled out of the driveway, Macy set the tone for the evening. “We are not ‘in session’ tonight, Terence. No protocols or ‘Mistress’ required. Okay?” She stroked my leg, making sure I knew she was sincere.

“I’m good either way,” I said. The way she nodded her head, she knew that already. Whatever had happened in the shower, she now recognized how profound it was for our mistress/sub relationship.

“Tell me about the week so far,” she said. “We have done a lot of things… lots of unexpected things. You still good with where we are going?”

I settled in the driver’s seat, eyes on the road. A calmness filled me. We had done new things, alright. Really new! Was I good with it? Yes, I was!

“At the beginning of the week, especially the first sessions with Derek, I struggled a little. Hard to accept myself as this submissive plaything, unable to control my own life. You pushed me hard those first few days,” I chuckled.

“Sorry about some of those,” she smiled. “It was my first time, too. Avery has helped me understand what it means.”

I laughed at the mention of her name. “How did that come up? She always been into this stuff?”

“She’s the one that saw it in you first. Told me to look for the signs. I guess she was right…” Macy giggled.

“I guess so…” I smiled.

“It was at their holiday party in December. You apparently saw me talking to other men. The alarm of jealousy was absent, she told me. Instead, she saw excitement, as if the more I spoke with them, the better you liked it.”

I chuckled. “You did spend a lot of time talking to her cousin visiting from Albuquerque. Quite a handsome man.”

“And quite an accomplished dominant, according to Avery. Maybe we’ll invite him over on his next visit.”

I simply nodded, offering no objection. Macy smiled. She was going to like this new way we related.

“What did she mean about Lewis?” I asked.

“They’ve been FLR for over five years now. You know… a Female-Led Relationship.”

“Lewis? Seems like such a forceful guy. What about his business?”

“Not sure how it works, but they are 24/7 about it. He is never allowed to wear clothes in the house now that their kids are all living away. He puts the collar on as soon as he walks in. Always wears a chastity cage, apparently. Seldom allowed to cum. Avery said he will do whatever she wants… without limit. She makes all of their family decisions.”

“And he allows her to go with others?”

“Of course. His desire to be in a cage doesn’t change the fact that she has her own needs. Though, the way she describes it, she usually makes him watch. She loves the grimace on his face when his cock hardens against the cage,” Macy giggled.

The image of that was only moderately funny to me. I had experienced that discomfort several times. Hard to explain how REALLY uncomfortable it was, especially compared to whips and clamps. But it was.

“Frankly, Macy, the cage cannot be a part of our daily life. Too uncomfortable. A weekend. A session, for a limited time. I will do what you want. Permanent fixture… that would be a safeword event. Am I clear?”

She smiled. “I was pretty sure that would be the case. Derek wanted you in it for the whole time the guys were here. I told him I had other plans for my new toy.” I must have blanched, because she laughed loudly. “You’re not going to like those plans, not one little bit…”

“You really like the cruelty of it all, don’t you?” I said, more of a statement than a question. My smile told her I was not upset.

She giggled, rubbing her hands in front of her in glee. “I don’t know what it is. I have these thoughts about you… wanting to do so many things. It surprises me where my mind goes nowadays. I have done a lot of reading about being a Domme and how to torment my sub. I want to do them all!”

She reached into her pants, touching herself. The fingers came out, wiggling in front of my nose. I could smell the aroma of her arousal and see the moisture.

“It gets me so excited. I’m sorry if this hurts your feelings, but I love it much more than our regular lovemaking. Being your mistress is where I was supposed to be all along. I know that now. Can you tolerate that from your wife?”

Before I could answer that question, we arrived at the restaurant, finding a table. As we settled in, looking at the menu, I cringed at the reality of our situation. We had moved closer to an FLR than I knew. When the wait staff came around, Macy ordered for me without asking what I wanted. Drink, entrée, the works. I wasn’t even consulted. The surprised look on the server told me she was just as surprised.

And here’s the hard part. Macy didn’t smile at me, as if this was testing limits, or ‘hope that you like my choices’ kind of thing. This was just the way it was. My memory filled with the earlier conversation about not wanting to have a wimp husband, to have to raise another child. She’d gotten over that, I guess.

When I raised no objections, that’s when the smile came. She knew I had accepted this increase in her power over me. I just hoped I was making the right decision, letting it go this far. The session at Caroline’s told me my mistress has few limiters to control her demands. If I didn’t provide any limits either, how far WOULD she go?!

The conversation resumed as if we had both still been thinking about that.

“Do you want to live like this all the time… a full FLR, you called it? You making all the decisions?” I asked. That was my one nervousness. I couldn’t be Lewis, under 24/7 control.

“Not sure. For the rest of the kid’s vacation, of course. You’ve already agreed with that. I have some wicked plans for my new toy,” she giggled more. “Longer term, that will require some thought. All the stories I have read warned that 24/7 does something to the sub, making them unable to make decisions in other parts of their lives. Not sure your boss would like you calling me up to make decisions.”

“Is that the way Lewis is?”

“Pretty much. She has run the business for the last five years, ever since she took control of their relationship.”

I was shocked. He didn’t seem soft at all. My mind’s image of the person she described would have been small, fat, mousy… fading with any confrontation. Lewis was none of those things. Still, I wasn’t any of those either, and look what I’m doing!

We ate our food, conversing along the way. My mind would not let go of the image of Lewis, always begging his wife for everything, caged for the rest of his life… It made me shudder.

“Surprising, right?” Macy said. I just nodded. “But I saw it firsthand. I had known Avery was a Domme for a long time. When she suggested you might be the same, I went over to her house to talk about it. It surprised me how open they are about their lifestyle. I guess they have a routine. When a visitor comes in, he goes into their bedroom, where he has clothes laid out to put on quickly. Avery didn’t consider me a ‘visitor,’ apparently. As we sat there talking, she ordered him to come out, still naked in his collar and cage.”

“Would you do that to me?” I asked, shocked that any wife would do that to her husband.

Macy giggled. “Already have, babe. Derek… last Friday night…”

Fuck! She’s right… I got it now. Avery saw Macy as a potential play partner, not as a neighbor. So she introduced her to what Avery brought to offer.

“You should have seen it… she was so bold and open about everything. We sat on the sofa to talk, and we did, but… Lewis was on his knees next to Avery the whole time, waiting obediently for instructions. About halfway through, she stood up, pulled her pants and panties off. She spread her legs in front of me, ordering Lewis to eat her until she came or she got tired of it.”

Macy’s eyes turned away… must be something else to the story.

“Did she cum?” I asked. My wife’s face turned a couple shades pinker.

“We both did,” she whispered, her eyes locked on mine. She had him do it without telling me? This was even before we agreed to play like this! She knew of my sudden discomfort. The timing of her actions. She immediately launched into an explanation.

“I was watching them as we talked. She gave him instructions on how to do this and that, guiding his head to give the best pleasure. While she did it, she gave me instructions on how I could do it with you. Soon, I had my own pants off and he was munching on me!”

Her blushing got deeper as I realized there was more. She finished her meal, smiling to herself. I got the impression she was thinking about how to tell me.

“Before I could say anything, she came over to sit next to me, helped me take the rest of my clothes off and we were kissing right above him. Kind of hot, right?!”

Yes, hot, but this wasn’t us having kinky fun together. It was plain cheating. Is that what this is going to be, she going where she wants, leaving me aside?

“I had never kissed a woman before. Between his licking on me and her kissing and suckling my boobies, I came several times.” She looked at me, seeing the hard gaze. “What’s the matter?”

“When did all this happen?”

She saw it immediately, knew why this caught my attention. Her eyes turned cold, that Mistress-stare eating into me.

“That’s what I thought,” I said. “Long before we had this agreement to play. You cheated on me. What the fuck, Macy? Is that the way it’s going to be… now that you’re in charge? You do whatever you want, and I wait around to maybe hear about it later?”

She seemed surprised by the question, that hardness in her face transitioning to anger.

“Of course, that’s the way it is. I am the Mistress. I can fuck whoever I want whenever I want. That IS the deal. I will accept no other. If going back to monogamy is important to you, then I’ll do that… if you insist. But ‘in-between’ will never work. I never want to worry about which situation needs permission. NEVER! Even Derek. I only agreed when you approved of me doing it with him whenever I wanted. Is Avery any different?”

“That was long before we agreed to this new arrangement!” I said. Fuck, what a wimp I had already become. I was near tears about her being with someone else. Not angry… just hurt and betrayed… like some schoolgirl that found out her boyfriend went out on her. Insecurity raged through me.

“Does that really make a difference?” she said. There was no give. No sympathy for what she had to know I was feeling. “You’ve been pushing me to go out on you almost since the day we got married. I saw that as open permission to go when I was ready.”

I shuddered, knowing she was right, though still not sure what I should think about this. Anyone she wants, anytime? Where does that leave me? I picked at my food, trying to finish, to cover my confusion.

“I am the Mistress!” she barked at me loud enough for other patrons to turn to the sound. My wife didn’t care. “I will do what I want.” That hard edge bore into me, eyes of stone I could barely recognize.

I shriveled under the intense push-back, feeling it somewhere deep inside. I had given this to her. Told her it was okay. Now that she does it, I have objections? I struggled putting my fork into the dish in front of me. The truth of my life… of where we would be for as long as she wanted… stretched in front of me. Could I do that? Let her be my controller… be in an FLR like Lewis? Tears formed in my eyes again… I had fallen so far… so hard… into this lifestyle already. There was nothing left for me to do but give in.

“Of course, Mistress. Whatever you want.” I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my mouth. This was no passive/aggressive dig. It was complete capitulation. I would never question her again. That reality soaked into me.

She smiled, knowing of her victory. “I should have told you about Avery,” she said, trying to soften the blow. “It was before things had started with us. But now… going forward… I’m glad you have accepted that as part of our agreement. And just so we are clear, that agreement includes me doing whatever I want whenever I want. And that’s final. I never want to hear that out of your mouth again. Not once. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress. We have an agreement.” I collapsed into myself, understanding now how many things had changed between us. I really was a second-class citizen, unable to control my destiny or even my wife.

“This weekend is a perfect example. I will never come to make sure you are okay with what I am doing. When I want to get fucked, I will. Make sure you also understand the other half of that agreement, because for you, it’s just the opposite. I will control everything that happens to you.”

She sat back in her chair, taking the napkin off her lap. Her face! Rage boiled in her visage. Fuck… I was in for it now.

“Get the check,” she said, getting up, stomping out of the building without another word.

I paid, shoveling in the last few bites of my dish, finding Macy sitting on a bench outside the restaurant. She patted the seat next to her, but the look she gave me… I knew this would not be a pleasant conversation.

“You just don’t get it, do you?” The terse tone made it sound like she was suppressing a scream at me. Something she couldn’t do in this public setting. I was in real trouble. She couldn’t believe we still had to have this conversation.

“I thought we had settled this in the shower,” she barked, a little louder now, with no one around. “I am in charge… completely… I will do what I want and tell you what to do while I’m there. If I want to take on an entire football team, that’s my choice, not yours. If I want that same football team to fuck YOU, that’s my choice, not yours. You will do what I say. That better be fucking clear from now on. Is it?”

She had calmed down, letting that anger simmer as I stared at what she had become. She was definitely something different from what I remembered only a few weeks ago.

“I understand, Mistress.” I shuddered at my final capitulation.

“Good. Let’s get home. You deserve a hard paddling session for making me this angry.”

And she did. I could barely sit down the next morning. But I was hers to do with as she wished. We both knew it now. I wondered what would be left of me by the end of the weekend.


CHAPTER NINE




The next morning, I got up before my wife. I cringed at the soreness of my ass when it touched the surface. She had never hit me that hard, or so viciously. She really thought a punishment was in order, I guess.

I walked into the bathroom, quietly closing the door. It wasn’t so bad! The redness was already fading. Her message did not. It was all or nothing for my new mistress. I bowed my head to my reflection in the mirror, silently giving in to her. From that point forward, I really WAS all in. All hers. I just hoped I was making the right decision.

Macy had seemed unhinged last night. We had barely spoken in the car. As soon as we were in the house, she ordered me upstairs, to ‘get those fucking clothes off,’ she screamed. What followed was her using full arm strikes with a broad-faced paddle on me, while screaming about who was in charge.

The horrible part was my position. She didn’t fasten me down, forcing me to endure her blows. She had me standing next to the bed, pressing my legs against the mattress. Then told me to bend over, put my face on the bedsheet.

Memory of her tone made me shudder. It was hard, unyielding. I was to do what she said without questioning. There was no force. This was the test of her new submissive, of my promised compliance. I was expected to obey without hesitation.

And I did… I held myself in her required position, allowing her to do whatever she wanted, spreading my legs further apart when she tapped my feet.

At the start, Macy grabbed my crotch, open and available, twisting it savagely. I groaned at the sudden turn.

“This belongs to me now,” she screamed, rage filling her. “You have given it to me by your own choice. It is MINE now!” She stepped back, picking up the paddle, landing the first of many blows to come.

“Normal men would not have given this to me… allowed me to use them as I wanted. But you aren’t like other men anymore, are you, Terence?”

She didn’t wait for my reply, reaching between my legs again, twisting me callously. This was all part of the ‘lesson.’

“I own this cock. I will do with it what I want. And I own the rest of you too. I have set you free. Free from making choices, from having to figure out what to do, no longer needing to worry about that. You now accept your place in our relationship.”

The truth of her statement made me whimper as the paddling resumed. Each strike drove it home more… of where I belonged… of my place in her New World Order.

Somehow, I knew… this wasn’t about me. I had already given her what she asked for. This was about my wife accepting her new position in our relationship, her need to be in charge, and my new willingness.

“I will do what I want… whenever I want.” She must have said that with every blow. A mantra trying to convince herself, as much as me. All I did was let her, quietly whispering ‘yes, Mistress,’ after every blow. Even when it really started to hurt, I didn’t move. She needed this.

Where had this rage come from? This need to be so vicious? Was it my own submission that triggered it? I never really figured it out, but knew it didn’t matter any longer. I was hers to do with as she wished… by my own choice. Inside, despite the risk, I knew it was the right one. I wanted her to get what she needed, even if my ass occasionally had to pay the price.

But a real seed of worry had entered me as I stared at my red ass in the mirror. My ‘mistress’ had become crazed with the need for retribution against my questioning her. What was it going to be like after weeks had gone by? Would any slight, no matter how minor, bring on even more rage? Maybe next time using a belt or cane that would REALLY hurt?

The collar caught my attention. Its presence around my neck soothed my worry for some odd reason. I touched the collar with both hands, adjusting its position, feeling the soft leather against my skin. Through all this worry about the future, this collar, which I had allowed her to put on me of my own free will, gave me the first satisfaction I had felt since awakening this morning.

It helped me to accept the truth. A truth underlying everything that had happened. Peace filled me. I was getting what I needed, too. In many ways, she knew me better than I knew myself. My Mistress might be going in a direction I hadn’t expected, but that changed nothing. I still wanted her to go there… for both of us.

[image: ]


I walked back into the bedroom, to see Macy staring at me.

“Derek is coming over for lunch,” she said. “He wants to talk about the guys coming over. You are to remain naked and collared, though he has asked me to have you speak freely while he is here for lunch only. Do you accept those terms?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It was already 10 o’clock as I hopped in the shower, almost reluctant to take my collar off. It had come to symbolize my new chosen place. Macy got into the shower with me. This was not the submissive shower of my new position. We showered together frequently. Nearly every morning of our married life. One reason for redoing the master bathroom was to give us more space.

Inside that shower, we spoke of our normal life. She had called the kids, speaking to them and her mother. Everything was going great, she told me. I got out first, as I always did, drying myself off before walking over to shave, trim my beard, and do the rest of my morning routine. If it wasn’t for the collar, which I had put back on as soon as I could, you would have thought this was a normal morning, one of many in our 13 years.

Macy got out, doing the same. Before I could leave the bathroom, she hugged me. “Looking forward to tonight, my love?”

Truth be told, even with my acceptance of this new place in our relationship, these switches in her personality often left me spinning, unable to adjust. Last night, this same woman had been viciously brutalizing my ass, outraged that I would question any choice she made. This morning, she could not have been more loving or considerate.

Truthfully, accepting the constant leaping between those extremes was proving harder than I thought.

“I really am, Mistress. I want to watch you take them all on at the same time.”

Her head turned away, as if she was hiding something. What? She wasn’t going to let me watch?

“We’ll have to see about that. I have so much planned for you… you may not be available.” Her smile at my shocked expression seemed to satisfy her. Just what she wanted.

Macy stepped out for a moment, returning fully dressed in tight yoga shorts and a tank top. No underwear prevented my view of what she had. She handed me a piece of paper. A ‘to do’ list.

“After lunch, I want you to get everything ready. This list should guide your efforts. Derek has warned that the guys plan to be very aggressive, taking me wherever they want. Looking forward to that, but we don’t want to make too much of a mess. We’ll need towels placed around the rooms, some on the sofa and loveseat. I’d like for you to…”

Before she could finish, the doorbell rang. “Go answer it. It’s probably Derek.” I reached for the robe I kept next to the front door for just these occasions. “Did I give you permission to dress?” she barked.

“What if it’s not Derek?” I explained, not wanting to have anyone see me naked, with the collar around my neck.

“I thought we settled that last night. You are still talking like a person free to make those choices. You’re not. I told you to answer the door. So do it!”

I touched the collar, almost reflexively, like it would help me calm down. That just caused her to burst out laughing.

“That collar won’t help you obey. It is just a reminder of your status. You are free of such mundane concerns as embarrassment and humiliation. I plan to give you both aplenty.” She reached across, gripping my rod, which had already hardened at her words. “Go open the door. Whoever is there will see the real you.”

I took a deep breath, but I did it. Walked to the door, pulling it open so whoever was there could see the whole me. Thankfully, it was Derek.

“You look ready to go, bud. Glad to see it.”

He walked in past me, taking Macy in his arms. Their loving embrace told me he was looking forward to this evening, and so was my bride. He playfully pinched a hard nipple before sitting at the kitchen table.

“Want a beer?” I asked him.

“Sure. That’d be nice. Thanks.”

I went immediately to the fridge, looking back at him. Macy had sat next to him, adjusting her chair so they touched while sitting. I sat on the other side of the table, across from them, handing Macy the water I knew she preferred.

For the next hour, Derek treated me like the friend we had been for many years. His equal. If it wasn’t for Macy sitting next to him, draping her leg over his, listening, I would have thought this was any other conversation we had had in the past.

“We need to talk about tonight, bud. What it means for you.”

“About what the guys want to do?” I said tentatively.

“No, they will do whatever they want. This is about you.”

“Me?” My shock made them both chuckle. Neither of them had given me any choices since we started. Why would this be different?

“Macy and I want to make sure you understand what is coming.” He looked at my wife, seeming to confirm what he was about to say. She nodded for him to go ahead.

“Everything that happens tonight will be voluntary. I want to make sure you understand that. If anything happens you don’t like, you are free to use your safeword to stop.”

“Just so you know…” Macy warned. “… I won’t stop just because you do. If you don’t like what they are doing, fine. We’ll respect your wishes. But I’m not about to pass up all those lovely cocks. We’ll put you in the basement. I’ve put getting a chair down there on your ‘to do’ list, just in case..”

“Now, Macy. Don’t be mean,” Derek chuckled. “He knows who decides what you do.” Gone unspoken was my having already agreed to that. SHE was the one in charge.

He smiled at me, his hand reaching over, pinching her nipple… hard. My wife only giggled, playfully pushing his hand away.

For the next hour, over our lunch of sandwiches and beer, Derek and Macy explained they were doing this because they believed this was what I really wanted. That I seemed to revel in the submission. ‘Was that true?’ they asked. I told them the truth. I really did. ‘Not what I expected,’ I told them, but wanted to continue.

Even with the harsh treatment I had received, and the difficulty I had adjusting to her taking a ‘firmer hand,’ as she called it, I still enjoyed how we were together. ‘Kind of refreshing really… doing this, not knowing what would come next,’ I told them.

Macy clapped her hands in agreement, going on and on about her own revelations and how much she has enjoyed the new direction we have taken. With Derek’s help, she added. She loved being in charge.

Unspoken, despite my clear understanding of the meaning behind her words, was Macy’s intention to do this, no matter what I said about it. THIS was her new way of relating to me. Underneath, I knew what she really meant. It was closer to ‘take it or leave it,’ than ‘isn’t this a fun thing we have agreed upon?’

I simply nodded. She was right, after all. I did like it being this way.

Derek emphasized again how I could say no at any time. I told him that would not be necessary, that I understood completely what I was doing and wanted to continue.

“Okay, bud,” Derek smiled. “Just need to be prepared. These guys can be pretty tough on cucks.”

I nodded. “I’ll be fine. This is what Macy wants. I’m good with whatever she approves.”

“Well, gotta get,” he said finally. “Have some errands to run before we arrive around 6 o’clock.” He stood, kissing Macy. The kiss he gave was a lover’s farewell, not a friendly one. I wondered at that moment if he really would move on, or if this meant he was sticking around for a while.

He moved right beside me, pulling my collar, forcing me to stand, look into his eyes. Oh, god… desire filled me. I wanted to kiss him, to push my body against his, to offer myself totally. He didn’t do a thing, smiling as if he knew what he had just done. Humiliation filled me… delicious… his denial of me brought rigidity to my cock.

“You will greet us at the door dressed just like this. I have already told Macy what she’s wearing. Your job is to get her ready. Scrub her in the shower, shave her pubes, help her get dressed, and suck on those titties so the nips are nice and hard when we arrive.”

“Yes, Master.” I guess the mutual sharing part is over…

“Short of your safeword, I don’t want to hear a ‘no’ out of you all night. Not one negative thought.” He reached down, squeezing my balls in his enormous hand. I just stood there, letting him, quivering at the touch after the denial. So sweet…

“I have plans for you, my friend. So many… Some you’ll like, some I guarantee you won’t. But here’s what I’ve learned about you, bud. You love it either way. You want to give yourself to us… very much. And I want you to.”

His mouth slammed down on mine. I groaned at the sudden release of all that desire at once. My arms went around him, pulling him in tighter. I had never felt this for any other man… except Derek. Such love… and desire. I wanted him.

“You may not want me as much after tonight,” he said. “But if you do, I will take you when we are done, just like I do to your wife. You will yield to me, give me everything I want.” I leaned forward, thinking he was going to kiss me again.

Derek pulled sharply away, as if I had offended him somehow, leaving me gasping at the sudden change.

“You haven’t earned that yet. I’ll need more from you. I’m planning some pleasure, and some torment. And maybe even a bunch of both. Your wife and I demand you give us everything. Can you do that?” he finished, winking at Macy. She rushed up, pressing against me from the other side.

“Yes, Master,” was all I could get out.

“Looking forward to this, I really am,” Derek said as he walked toward the door. “Put the vibrator cage and plug on him for the greeting. They’ll take it off of him when they are ready. And don’t forget the enema.”

“Oh, shit…” Macy giggled. “Left that off the list.”

Derek just smiled as he walked out the door.

As soon as he was gone. “Get some clothes on,” Macy said. “Run to the drugstore. Purchase some enemas to clean you out. Buy a 4-pack. Derek tells me they plan to use you regularly, and I want some anal action myself. I might have you clean me out at the same time.”

I was out the door before Macy said it again. Would they really want to use my hole when they had a willing Macy available? Hard to imagine…


CHAPTER TEN




A growing anxiety filled me all the way back from the drugstore. Derek’s words about torment had captured me, raising uncertainty of whether I had done the right thing. I knew Derek, trusted him to respect reasonable boundaries. Would those guys have the same limits?

They were going to walk in the door as complete strangers. Yet, I would be naked in front of them, collared and maybe even caged. Derek said Macy should put it on me. What wouldn’t they do to such a man? What have I done?

Yet something grew with each mile home, as if I was staring at myself on that spanking bench. That same desire filled me. I wanted them to do it… to take me. The war inside me was exquisite. Arousal and fear battled for dominance. The unfamiliar sensations left me with no defenses, no ability to stop them as I returned to the garage.

That truth again. That ‘real me’ intruding. This WAS what I wanted them to do… to take me. I yearned for it. Arousal burst through, banishing fear to an afterthought. I was ready for whatever they wanted to do.

Before getting out of the car, I reviewed the ‘to do’ list. Mainly just cleaning up. Not much different from any party we might host at the house. But there were some things…

[image: ]


As soon as the cleaning and preparation were done… it took me a couple hours… Macy went back to Mistress-mode… and she wasn’t doing it lightly. No playfulness or teasing. She wanted to dominate me completely all night. This was just the first step.

I fell completely under her control. It seemed as if I was more relaxed this time, accepting her instructions comfortably. I had literally given myself to her, knowing what she wanted to do with that power. It felt liberating. Maybe she was right! Maybe my proper place was here… serving her.

Midway through the afternoon, after one of our new enemas had cleaned me out, Macy had me strapped to the bed in the X-position on my back. A shaving razor removed hair that had never been touched before. Chest hair, legs, pubes. Everything except my beard. I had had this beard since college. She knew better.

While she shaved me, she wondered aloud whether she should put me in panties, that I looked so pretty, so feminine.

“I want the guys to know what a princess you are… so willing to do whatever they want. Maybe we could even use the outfit I bought.”

She explained she had purchased a sundress for me from a big & tall shop. “It should reach just below your crotch, giving us open access to whatever we want to play with… And, maybe adding some lipstick and rouge to your surprised face…”

What the fuck? A dress? Humiliation filled me.

She burst into laughter, taunting me more. “Derek thought that might be too much for a starter,” she said. “They know it’s there, though. Derek showed me the text message he sent around to the guys… in case they want to have some fun later.”

I was trembling on the bed, pulling at the straps. She looked at me in surprise. I felt the same as both our eyes landed on my hardening cock.

“We ARE learning a lot about you, aren’t we?” she said, clasping her fist around my shaft, now throbbing and pulsing.

I had never had a cross-dressing thought in my life! But having Macy force me into a dress… wearing panties… in front of the men… being humiliated like that… oh fuck… that got me shivering, those unfamiliar sensations slashing away. What was THAT all about?

She felt me throb in her grip, chuckling more, returning to her shaving as I trembled. “Oh yes, many new things! Might have to expand that wardrobe even further,” she smiled. “I think you would look excellent in nothing but high heels and a collar.” What have I done? Fear returned, hammering into my chest.

Before that fear could grow, she grabbed my cock, fastening the black chastity cage around it. Remember the one? The one she tricked me into on our first weekend with Derek? She didn’t need to trick me now. I knew exactly what I was doing, making myself available. I was hers to do with what she wants.

The cage was roomier than the wire one. And there was one other difference. This one had nubs on the inside that pressed against my cock when it was soft. The nubs were some kind of rubber, with a flat surface at the top. Nothing remarkable while flaccid. But if your cock hardens, those same nubs would press into the aroused flesh. When you add the fact that the cage was a vibrating unit, it could become quite uncomfortable. The damned vibrator would go off, getting my shaft hard, only to have the nubs torture me while my flesh pressed against them. They had repeatedly turned it off and on that night. Probably planning to do the same tonight!

After she was done, she ceremoniously placed her foot next to my head on the bed, fastening the chastity cage key to a gold anklet made for the purpose. She leaned close to my face, her voice low, sultry, and sensual…

“You know you want this… for me to be in charge,” she said. I nodded.

She twisted my nipples, rubbing my tormented crotch, only now feeling the effects of the pressure as her touch made me harder.

“I am in control of everything you are. And we both know you willingly gave yourself. You are mine. Not because I demanded it, but because you want it yourself. You want this, don’t you?”

My mistress reached over to the nightstand, pushing a button. The vibrator went off. I leaned back, groaning. My eyes could not come off that key right in front of me, on HER ankle. My Mistress…

Macy drove her lips onto mine, a kiss of passion, of her own desire, as her hand continued to add to the torment below, with gentle strokes on any exposed flesh.

She pulled back, our faces only inches apart. Our eyes drinking in each other’s desire…

“And I want to do it,” she said. “Don’t you see? It’s a perfect pairing for us. You and your bottomless well of need to submit. And me… I want to use you… however I like… to revel in your submission… I love that. I love that the pleasure and pain are together in your mind. I want them to be. Oh, my love… I am going to have so much fun with you. I want to hear you shriek in torment, and for you to groan with pleasure. And we will both know the truth… that you have never wanted anything more.”

I moaned now, thrashing on the bed. Enthralled by her words, and the pain on my shaft driving home their true meaning.

“I am going to make this a night you will never forget…” she giggled to herself. “It might be in your nightmares…” She laughed louder, the mirth gaining a tone, a cruelty… “but you’re never gonna forget.”
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Every part of my body was on fire. I needed her to be just this way… to take me wherever she wanted. My cock was unbelievably hard, pressing against the cage, the vibrations only enhancing the ache.

“Yes, Mistress, Yes. I give myself to you… belong to you.” I could barely get the words out, arousal fogging my neural connections.

Macy unfastened my cuffs, telling me to get on my stomach, quickly strapping me back to the bed, in the same X. Here she shaved the rest of me, even around my ass, making sure it was clear of obstruction. When she was done, I felt a cool liquid on my rear, fingers pressed in, a second and third following.

I moaned as she pushed in the black butt plug from the weekend, making sure it was seated.

“Just want to make sure you’re ready… in case the guys want to play.” She pushed at the plug, causing me to mewl at the unexpected pleasure, as her other hand massaged my ass cheeks.

“Would you like that?” Macy asked, seeming to really mean it. “For me to let them use you? I have mixed feelings about it,” she chuckled. “I really loved watching you suck Derek. But sucking and having them in your other hole at the same time… I so want to see that,” she groaned!

She shuddered against me, arousal sweeping through, her hand now wiggling the plug. I quivered in my bonds, feeling her control, unable to escape! Oh, fuck… so good….

“You’re going to do that for me. Yes, you are, my little sub. Anything I want, remember? But that’s not what I’m worried about. I worry I’ll like it too much… want to make you do it all the time!”

Another dildo appeared in front of my face, her hand attached to it. Macy forced the silicon shaft into my mouth, down my throat. I gagged, but she didn’t care, forcing me to adjust until I could accept the whole thing.

She pulled the intruder out. Both the cage and butt plug vibrators went on suddenly, as she shoved the dildo back down my throat. I was a slave to her at that moment, unable to stop either her, the pleasure, or the pain, wallowing in her control. I gave myself to her, wanting her dominance.

“Let me tell you what’s happening tonight,” she said, slowing her movements down my throat. I couldn’t take my eyes off her… to worship the joy on her face.

“I have already texted the guys. Derek only chose ones eager to use you as much as me. One guy, named Jesse, is a dominant that loves to torment subs. We chatted several times. He has permission to do whatever he wants with you, as long as I’m not using you myself,” she chuckled again. “Though I might be busy. Don’t you want that for me? To get what I really want?”

I groaned around the rubber prick fucking my face. The image of several cocks in front of her made the torment from the vibrators even more excruciating as I thickened more, pressing against the cage.

“We may even let you watch…” She giggled, pulling the dildo away, shutting off the vibrators. “I have asked Derek to arrange a true three-way for me, you know. I want to have every hole filled with a cock. You know what he said?”

Her hands flew down to her clit, rubbing herself. I looked on in wonder. My wife was furiously masturbating at the thought of all those men.

“He said they would do that as often as I want.” She could barely get the words out. It felt like her own stream of thought. Not just for me. “Can you imagine… watching your wife… taken, violated, used by those men? I want to give myself to them like you have given yourself to me. Would you like that… for me to give myself to them?”

“Yes, Mistress… so much. I want to watch that.”

Macy whimpered, her release flashing right in front of me. Her eyes finally opened, looking a little sheepish. “Sorry… I’m really looking forward to this. Might let you watch… if you’re a good boy.”
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As soon as she finished, she rolled onto the bed, cuddling her naked body against me. We kissed softly.

Something had changed. I had my wife back. She had dropped Mistress-mode. Our eyes connected as we always had. She took a few deep breaths, trying to recover from her release.

“We sure get up to some crazy shit, don’t we, babe?” she asked softly.

I chuckled, looking at my bound frame, the plug still visible hanging out of my ass. “We certainly do. But I love it. Want you to be just this way.”

She rolled onto her back, head pressing down on the pillow. Now she turned those eyes on herself, on her body. I could see those critical eyes condemning, seeing only the pounds and wrinkles.

“Do you think they will like me, enjoy my… being naked in front of them… with this?” she said, pointing at her own body. I’ll be darned. She’s nervous…

“How can they not?” I said. “You are so beautiful… I love your breasts, the way they sway when you are on top of me. I love the way you grimace as if in pain when you cum the hardest. The way your body shakes when I give you my seed. Men know when a woman really loves what they are doing to her. You love it, and they will quickly learn just how much. Let yourself go wherever you want. I want to watch it happen, too see the ‘lustful you’ emerging.”

Our eyes never left each other as I spoke. I could do nothing but talk, still bound to the bed on my stomach. Oddly, my erection was gone. I was totally focused on her. We were connected to each other, as if by a mental link. She had opened herself to me, risking everything to share her true self. When I didn’t reject her, offering encouragement instead, she glowed next to me.

She went around, unfastening my cuffs, returning to the bed. I rolled near her. She moved closer, stroking my face. Her eagerness glowed with her reflection in the nightstand lights. Those eyes told me everything I needed.

“I promise you this, Terence. My vow to you. No matter what happens tonight, or what either of us does, I will come back to you. And only you. You are the love of my life. There’s not a chance that a Derek, or any other distraction, will ever change that. Never forget that as I am teasing and tormenting you… on purpose. I am going to say things to you tonight… humiliating things… things that will drive you crazy. I want to torment you, make you wonder where you are, drive you deeper into your submission. Always remember: this is roleplay, my love. Only pretend… It’s done to drive our arousal. Nothing more. When it is over, only you and I will remain. Do you understand that?”

“And, I agree.” I said, pulling her into my arms, kissing her fiercely. She molded into my embrace, giving me her kiss of love. The torment returned as my growing cock pressed against the nubs and the cage.

When she was done, she swapped places with me. Not fastened down, just on the bed. I shaved her, making sure no pubic hair remained. All of it. We hopped in the shower, where I gave her the complete ‘servant’s package.’ Including scrubbing, shampooing, and even some tongue for a soft finale. I even stole some feels of those luscious breasts before she stopped me, giggling. Drying her off and brushing her hair had us both ready for what came next.

But when I reached to put my collar back on, she pushed my hand away. “I want to do that later.” She turned, and I watched her go into our walk-in closet. I was sitting on the bed. When she returned, I caught my breath. She was naked except for a garment in her hand. Must be the outfit chosen by Derek; the one she was required to wear. Some kind of white lace.

“I want you to help me dress, to prepare me for my men.”

She handed me the lace. I picked it up, trying to figure out which part went where. When I was sure, I knelt in front of her, holding the thong out for her to drop her legs through. Then a lace teddy, crotchless, brought me to stand as I helped her into it. The plunging-V of the neckline was almost down to her waist, exposing much of her ample breasts. Derek had chosen well. This outfit highlighted everything she had.

I moved up to finish the thin straps of the halter top. They had to be positioned because the plunging neckline was so wide it struggled to cover her nipples.

I pulled her back into the bathroom, standing in front of the mirror. I forced her to look at herself, to see how beautiful she was. “They are going to love you in that, Macy.” I smiled at her, our eyes connecting in the mirror. “Though I doubt you’ll be in it for long.”

“I hope not! I am so ready!” she said, grinning at me.

“Me, too. For both of us.” We laughed together, hugging as if this would be my last chance. And in a sense, it was. She immediately returned to full Mistress-mode when I looked at the clock. It was 5:30. They would be arriving at six.

“Go downstairs and get things ready. I’ll straighten the room up,” I said, couching it as a suggestion.

“Make sure you lay all our toys out,” she said, nodding her approval. “They have my full permission to use whatever they like on you.”

I smiled, nodding a quick ‘Yes, Mistress.’

“Come down ready to be used. Your mistress is hungry for her latest sacrifice.”

I chuckled to myself. Her sub needed to get everything ready for his mistress.

We really do get ourselves into some crazy shit…

I cracked up, turning to my tasks.


CHAPTER ELEVEN




I quickly got everything done upstairs, making my way back to the kitchen in only 20 minutes. I wanted to get some drink stuff out. As I reached for the bottles, I looked over at my wife. “Hey, babe, do you know what happened to my collar? Can’t seem to find it.” I felt oddly naked without it, because I really was. Not even any socks.

Macy pointed to the floor for me to get on my knees. I responded immediately. She reached in a drawer, pulling out my collar.

“You have chosen to be our submissive this night. Willing to let them do what they want with you. Is this correct?” she started.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“This collar is a symbol to all of us… of that choice. Do you accept my collar? To obey me in all things while you wear it?”

“I do, Mistress.”

“For this night only, that control passes to the men as well. In all things. Do you accept this larger mandate?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Macy stepped up to me, reaching around, fastening the collar in place.

“I accept your submission.”

She tapped me on the side to stand. Oddly, I felt like a new man, cleansed of all concerns, now with one purpose. To serve my Mistress. That unfamiliar desire returned, now firmly seen as a submission friend. I was sure I would feel it again as they used me.
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When the men arrived, as planned, I was the only one naked. The collar told them all about my role for the evening. Though saying that Macy wasn’t naked, in that white piece of lace nothing, would be a stretch.

They gathered around her first, their hands touching freely. She squirmed at first, trying to push hands away. She gave up trying when a hand went inside the halter top, squeezing her nipple. Her moan filled the room. All resistance faded.

One more guy arrived, bringing the total to three. Only two remained. The guys already there did not care who was missing. And increasingly, neither did Macy. She moaned as hands found openings and sexual places to touch. They pulled her from mouth to mouth, capturing her, feeding her own need to belong to them.

They could easily have taken that outfit off. Macy was now completely ready. Yet none seemed eager. I could sense their waiting for the others before that big step.

A few minutes later, the last two came in together. The first was Derek. The second was Derek’s friend from high school, Jesse. I stepped back, trying to hide from him. It was hopeless. He ignored the barely clothed Macy, walking straight toward me. As his gaze landed on me… Oh fuck! Those eyes… strong…

“So you’re the one that Derek brags about. Willing to do anything.” He grabbed my cage. I jumped back, stopping at the unmovable cabinet. “Stand up straight. I want to know what I’m getting.”

I nervously looked around. Everyone was staring at our little drama as I straightened my back, allowing him to touch me as he wanted.

“That’s better.” Jesse examined the cage, as if making sure it was firmly in place. He pressured the dildo filling my rear, chuckling as I squirmed with the sudden sensations.

“I think this one is ready for whatever we want,” Jesse said. All heads nodded in agreement, especially Macy’s. That wicked grin was back as the men returned their attention to her.

This gave me a chance to look at Jesse for the first time. He was not as tall as Derek, but almost. He just wasn’t as massive as his friend. More lanky. Not as blond either. Darker brown hair framed a face more rugged than handsome, but he carried a presence about him. Each time he looked at me, I found myself more under his spell.

Derek got everyone’s attention. Macy tried to get her skimpy lace back in place, smiling at me, a little embarrassed. Derek pulled her over next to him. He spread the two halter straps to the sides, exposing her breasts fully in front of the gathering. Whistles and catcalls erupted as Macy flushed red.

“Macy and I would like to thank you for coming,” he started. “Our hosts are Macy, of course. You all know her. She will make herself available to us all night. And her husband, the naked guy with the collar. His real name is Terry, but tonight, we will only call him sub, or whatever else we want.”

“Sub doesn’t deserve a name,” Jesse broke in. Chuckles around the room sent a flood of heat to my face.

“In any case,” Derek said, trying to get back to his announcements. “I wanted to introduce everyone. Me, you all know. This is Jesse. We’ve been close friends since grade school. He’ll be responsible for our sub here.” Macy giggled, smiling at me.

I recognized the next guy, Ezra. He went to the gym where Derek and I worked out. We talked a lot when our times overlapped. Stocky build and massive chest. A genuinely big man, even if not tall.

Derek introduced Ezra, moving to the next man. “This is Malik Tajari, but everyone calls him Taj. He likes the breasts big and lasts a long time. And last, my friend from work, Malcolm. We’ve played a lot together. Macy will really LOVE him.” My wife shuffled more, red as a beet. It was one thing to have all these desires. It’s totally another to have them broadcast across the room.

“Sub, fix us drinks,” Macy said, as if she was now in charge. “Go around, ask each man what he wants. They are free to touch you at any time.”

I stepped up to Ezra. “Hey, Ez… what do you want?”

“Man, look at you,” he said. “If Derek hadn’t been the one to tell me, I would have called them liars. But here you are.” He stepped up, putting his hands on either side of me, wiggling the cage and plug. This caused me to shake in his arms. “I can’t wait to see you in action,” Ezra said. “You gonna get a serious workout.” Everyone knew what kind of workout he meant.

Laughter filled the room as they started mixing, with an occasional squeal from my wife. The guys were back to touching her. I went to each man. Mainly whiskey, it turned out. While I fixed them, I took quick glances around, evaluating the players.

Taj was an Indian. Dark brown skin and black hair. He had a firm body, but one from hard work, not a weight room. Solid. Malcolm was a large black man, about the same size as Derek. But he was noticeably shy, struggling to keep his eyes off my wife.

Who wouldn’t? She had given up resisting altogether. Three pairs of hands and lips covered her. The halter top was already around her waist, hands covering her breasts. Those nipples were hard and welcomed all the attention.

But Derek and Jesse stood aside, watching the action. I could feel Jesse’s eyes on me as I passed the drinks around. As soon as each found a home, the concentration on Macy stopped. It was as if we were having a neighborhood party. Jokes, sports scores, work talk. Everything except what was actually happening. I kept glancing over at my wife. She didn’t even try to push her top up. Just left it hanging open, her breasts swaying in the breeze.

Derek chuckled, walking over to her. “Better none, than half.” He helped her out of it, leaving both of us now the only ones naked.

She came over to me. We rubbed our naked bodies together, like co-conspirators. “Oh yes, some serious crazy shit…” she whispered to me. We both laughed at her remembered line from our sharing earlier. I loved watching her breasts jiggle with her mirth. “Did you see them fingering me? God, I am so wet.”

After that, she ‘worked the room.’ I had seen salespeople do it in my work life, but this was ‘getting to know them’ on another level. She encouraged hands to roam freely on her body, welcomed lips, and actively rubbed crotches with her hands, intensifying the gestures as each minute passed. This woman wanted to get fucked. She left no doubt about that.

Derek opened a drawer, setting the cuffs next to me on the cabinet. He didn’t say a thing. I knew. Reaching out for the cuffs, I placed them on my wrists and ankles. Derek told me to get on my knees, nodding to Jesse, who fastened them behind my back.

“Your wife has needs,” Derek said. “We want to give it to her, but we have needs for you, too. No cock can go in her that hasn’t gone completely down your throat. You understand that.” The men were undressing, putting their clothes to the side. I could see Macy helping them, adding generous touching while she was at it.

Taj, the first one undressed, stepped up to me. He was a big man with an uncircumcised cock even larger than Derek’s. He slapped my face with it several times before shoving it into my eager mouth. Too big… fuck… I couldn’t breathe.

Taj didn’t care. A pair of hands came to the back of my head, pushing my mouth against the huge intruder. It was Macy. I could feel her naked breasts pressing on my back.

“I want you to suck every cock here, as often as they want,” Macy said. She moaned. I couldn’t turn my head, but I saw a shadow behind her. Someone must be making use of her holes. She was struggling to maintain her composure. “I want to do so many nasty things to you, babe. So many…”

She stood up, looking at the guys in the room. “Will you guys help me torment this piece of shit? I might be too busy…” Her giggle caught everyone’s attention. Murmurs of acceptance could be heard, though I could barely hear anything. Taj’s rod was using my mouth, fucking me hard. I began to groan, now able to get it further down my throat.

Taj pulled out, another replaced it. Ezra.

“Never thought I’d see you sucking my cock, sub. Now that you have, we might need to join Derek in the courtyard at the club. You can suck me while he runs through his lucky women.”

I peeked over at my wife, now face down, bent over the kitchen table, her legs hanging over the edge. She nodded her approval at this plan until Malcolm drove his face into her snatch. It didn’t take long for her attention to move elsewhere.

Ezra did not take long. He was already half-hard. His hands controlled my head, all movement. I let him, staring up into his eyes as he used me.

The line didn’t end, with Derek and Jesse taking turns, having fun blocking my airway with their shafts, pulling out only when it seemed I might pass out. I heard Macy cry out with a release as the guys cheered. All hands were massaging her body as she recovered.

Her eyes met mine, only for a moment… They were glassy, unfocused, as if her mind was only on that monster release.

Finally, Malcolm stepped up in front of me. “Not much interested in getting sucked by some dude, but you can fondle me.” He reached around, unhooking my wrists. I took his behemoth in both hands. Not sure I had ever seen one this big before. I was glad he didn’t want it in my mouth. Not sure it would have fit, anyway. Worry suddenly filled me about what this would do to my wife. She’d never be able to feel me again after this log had its way with her!

[image: ]


Macy got off the table slowly, several hands helping her. She walked away from them, toward Derek. They chatted a bit. Her voice flew across the room. “Sub, to the playroom. Your bride needs to get fucked.”

I had gotten up to fix another round of drinks. I dropped the tumbler from my hand, hurrying into the living room. My wife had told me they would start with me on the spanking bench, so I stood next to it.

Macy and the rest of the guys came in moments later. She went straight for the sofa, Taj and Ezra sitting beside her. Her eyes smiled as she lifted her legs, placing them over the muscled thighs on either side. She shifted her hips forward, showing me her glistening folds. That smile grew even wider. So brazen… so willing…

She nodded toward the bench, signaling for me to hop up. The bench felt cool to my naked skin, though comforting in its way. For me, this was where I wanted to be, able to see what they would do to my wife.

Jesse went to each cuff, hooking me firmly to the furniture. Someone had gone up to our room. I noticed some striking tools on the edge of the fireplace.

Even before I could settle into my new position, the action on the sofa was heating up. Ezra had his fingers buried deep in my wife’s hungry pussy and Taj was consuming her face with his lips. Gasps and moans filled the room.

With some unspoken signal, Ezra pulled Macy onto his lap, burying himself as deep as he could go. That hard shaft split my wife wide open. He didn’t slowly work it in. She was already sopping wet. He pushed her onto him as she groaned.

As I watched her plunging hips repeatedly enjoy my gym friend’s shaft, Jesse stepped up, blocking the view. A blindfold covered my eyes. “No… please… I want to watch…”

A slash of pain seared my rear. Some kind of thin rod. I cried out at the sudden agony.

Jesse pulled the blindfold off, holding my head straight ahead, only able to look at him. Macy’s groaning and whimpering filled my ears. I kept trying to see what was happening. Another slash tormented my ass.

“Pay attention!” He shouted only inches from my face. Two more slashes rained on my ass, causing me to tremble. Fuck, he was really hitting hard! My eyes moved to Jesse, tears forming. “You belong to us tonight. We’ll do with the slut what we want. That’s no longer your concern. If I hear a no from you the rest of the night, I’ll use that cane to remove your fucking skin. Is that clear?”

He had me now… my whole body and mind shifted to my new Master. He put the blindfold back across my eyes.

“You know your safeword and hand gestures, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Short of using those, we are free to do what we like. And what I like is for you to experience real agony.” His raucous laughter caught everyone’s attention. “I want you to hear every moan, knowing what they are doing. But unable to see it.”

The movement on the sofa stopped. My wife was no longer moaning. A stripe went across my back, unexpected with its ferocity. I screamed at the intense pain.

“We can’t have that caterwauling,” Jesse said. I felt something pressing on my lips. I opened and felt a long shaft pushing roughly inside. His…

The striking on my back returned. “I want to do this when you have a cock in both holes,” my wife said with open glee. It was her doing the striking. She was really enjoying this! Her blows systematically covered my back, ass and upper thighs. I was squirming at the pain, yet relishing her control.

Having others watch her do this to me added some weird bonus, like I wanted them to see her do it, to watch her tits flop with every blow. Even if I couldn’t see them, I was happy they could.

I had just dropped into subspace as she halted. Her giggles told me they had moved her back to the sofa. A groan of pure pleasure escaped her lips. One of them must have pushed himself inside her. The slurping sound of oral sex came next. Two down, one more hole to go.

My concentration was totally on my bride. A misery had started down below. Listening to her had caused me to stiffen, pressing the nubs of my cage against my shaft. I felt her joy, relished in the glow she must be feeling. Despite being unable to see, I knew what she was doing.

Everyone left me alone on the bench, as they converged on Macy. I could hear her constantly changing positions. Somehow knowing when the cock changed in her mouth. They didn’t leave her alone for a long, long time.

I could barely believe where I was… but I was so happy to be here.


CHAPTER TWELVE




Derek took the blindfolds off me. All I could see was my bride wasted on the sofa. Every man must have had his turn with her. Spunk was everywhere, smeared around her sex, on her tits, covering her face. They had given it to her good. I had stopped counting her releases after the first three.

A quick glance at the wall clock told me an hour and a half had gone by.

Macy looked at me. “Enjoy the show?” she whispered.

“Yes, Mistress… what I could hear of it, anyway.” I smiled. “Have fun, yourself?”

“So much…” she said as Derek brought over towels, helping get her wiped off. She just laid back. I could see her reliving the pleasure while he cleaned every exposed part.

Jesse unhooked me from the bench. I thought about taking the cuffs off, but remembered I wasn’t supposed to make those decisions.

“Sub, go fix us another round of drinks. Your slut here has worn us out.” The giggle from Macy made me smile. She gladly owned that title, especially after all the orgasms she already had.

As I stood next to the kitchen cabinet, filling tumblers with ice and brown liquid, Jesse jammed his naked body against me, trapping me against the cabinet. I could feel his rod beginning to stir again, pressing against me. I stayed as still as I could, letting him do what he wanted.

“The fun part of the evening is over for you, my sub,” he said. “We have other plans now.”

I shuddered against him, wondering how badly they were going to treat me. It didn’t matter. I had committed to doing whatever they wanted. At that moment, my promise seemed VERY open-ended.

I looked back over my shoulder. “Yes, Master. I am yours.”

He grabbed my hair, forcefully crushing my lips with his. My shuddering became trembling. I knew for certain that I would do whatever this man wanted… that I was his now. The cage got my attention as I hardened against it, grimacing at the pressure of the nubs.

He pulled back when Derek entered the kitchen, a leash in his hand.

“Time for some fun… for us, anyway!” Derek smiled at his friend, paying no attention to me. I couldn’t help looking between them, wondering what was going to happen. Derek attached the leash to my collar, pulling downward, forcing me to my knees.

As soon as I was on hands and knees, he tugged the leash, forcing me to crawl back into the living room. What I found there took my breath away. All of them stood there, including Macy, with striking instruments in their hands. I struggled as the sudden burst of anxiety washed through me.

A piercing laughter filled the room. It was Macy. “Don’t you just love it when he’s terrified?! He knows it’s coming, yet can’t do anything about it. I love that!” she roared, clapping her hands.

The guys just stared at her. Can this be real? That had to be what they were thinking. My wife had just announced how much she relished causing me pain.

Derek didn’t notice. He tugged one last time, pulling me into the middle of the room. They had pulled all the furniture aside to give us room to be there.

Jesse came up behind, shoving my face roughly against the floor. I gulped at this sudden beginning. “Don’t raise your head from the floor until we tell you.” He fastened my wrists together behind my back. What came next still gives me nightmares. He pulled my arms in the air, almost straight up. My body groaned at the sudden load on muscles and joints.

Then all hell broke loose. Every arm with something in it began striking me, covering my ass and thighs. They switched around… I could feel the constant movement… even though it never stopped. I screamed at the torment, unable to absorb all the pain.

Jesse laughed. “For fuck’s sake, do you ever stop caterwauling?” He stepped away, letting my arms return to my back. My joints creaked with the sudden relaxation. Footsteps came toward me. Jesse had returned, this time with a ball gag, stuffing it into my mouth.

“That’s better,” he laughed. “Now we can have our fun in peace.”

My arms went back up in the air and the striking returned. They were even more vicious this time. I cried out into the gag. No one noticed, and they didn’t stop. Strike after strike after strike.

Occasionally there would be a short break while they changed positions or what they were using, but those never lasted. My body could not stop shaking at the torrent of pain that filled my every crevice. The kneeling position forced on me by the arms in the air left me totally exposed.

I couldn’t escape. I was completely under their control…My fall to subspace came hard and fast. I still felt every blow, yet now I was able to relish the pleasure as well. My now familiar submission feelings had me just where I wanted to be.
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They must have noticed. Or maybe it was the deep groan that came out of my stuffed mouth. Macy reached down to rub my cage. I felt that touch like a stroke of love.

She leaned closer to my head. “Be ready, babe. We’re just getting started with you.”

Before I could react, Jesse dropped my arms, unhooking them, then pushed them back between my ankles. He fastened wrists to ankles, pushing my ass higher in the air. My neck shunted out at an awkward angle. Memories flooded back… of what happened when Macy last put me in this position. I was totally exposed, unable to stop anything they wanted to do.

And they wanted a lot! Fire descended on every part of my back, legs, and ass. The trembling grew worse.

In the middle of the pain, I heard Macy chatting away. “I think he can take a lot more than this. We’ll have to try it in other positions, too.”

Unexpectedly, both the vibrator in my ass and cage came to life. As did the blows. The rain of torment didn’t stop, and neither did Macy.

She leaned over to my face, my entire body shaking with the constant blows. “Remember my promise that this would be a night you would never forget? I meant it,” she said, as she stood up, cane in hand.

I will always remember the next few minutes as the most pain I had ever endured. The second phase of a war had opened inside me, between the pleasure of the vibrating and the abject pain of the striking. I constantly whipsawed amid the two factions. The pressure of the cage on my hard shaft became my entire focal point. Funny, isn’t it? That they were hitting me with all their force, but it was the cage that caused the most pain!

While they did what they wanted, my Mistress took care of my other needs. She would stop them all occasionally, petting me like I was her favorite dog, looking into my face. This is how she gauged my status, she told me later. If I looked back at her, smiling or connecting with her, I was okay. The pain and vibrations returned.

Much later, she turned my face toward her during a stop. I could barely absorb who it was. By that time, I had fallen so hard into subspace there was nothing left of me, of Terence… her husband. All that remained was a submissive husk, used and wasted. It shook her when I did not respond to her touching… nor was even aware of her being there.

But they didn’t let me up. The trembling would not stop in this uncomfortable position. I could feel the heat coming off my backside, providing an odd warmth as my wife went back to petting and talking to me. Thankfully, they took the ball gag out. I was having trouble breathing around it as I gulped for much needed air.

Macy came down to the floor, her face only inches from mine. “I love doing that to you,” she said, smiling with each stroke of my hair. “So glad you’re willing to do that with me. I don’t know why I love it so much, but I do… I really do.”

Eventually, I came out of my haze, looking at her again. “Welcome back,” she smiled. “Did you enjoy that?”

“Yes, Mistress.” She couldn’t hide her relief from me, no matter how much she said she enjoyed it. It had to be scary to have men pounding on your husband and him unable to respond when it was over.

She unhooked my wrists, helping me to stand. Derek had to rush over to support me as I wobbled. Still groggy, I could not figure out where I was, what I was doing, or even who I was. I had fallen so hard into subspace it took me quite a while to come back out.

I remember vaguely being walked upstairs and fastened in my now customary X-position on the guest bed. They had taken the butt plug out, leaving me caged.

Before I could fall asleep, memories of the night took control. I couldn’t believe the pain they had inflicted on me… but each strike did something, causing me to fall deeper into my submission. As I lay on the bed, I was relaxed and calmer than I could ever remember. A soft glow surrounded me.

Macy walked in, surrounded by the guys. She reached down, unlocking the cage, pulling it off me. I moaned at the sudden freedom. I was still semi-hard.

“See? He loves this,” she giggled, gripping my rod.

I saw an arm reach around, pulling her away, her startled look… All this happened just before a blindfold covered my eyes. I could hear Macy’s giggles as they tugged her down to our room. My exhausted body could not force itself to stay awake to listen. Blackness took me moments later.
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“Wake up,” Ezra said. I groggily found myself back in the guest bedroom as he unhooked my limbs. A quick glance at the clock told me it was only 11:30. I had slept for over an hour. She had been in with them the whole time!

Ezra helped me off the bed. “Your slut wants you to watch her first three-way. Said you would want to. Do you?”

I nodded I did, swinging my legs off the bed, onto the floor. He fastened a leash to my collar, ordering me to crawl. I went down to the floor, following him into our bedroom. Shame filled me as I thought about crawling behind this friend from the gym.

What would he think about me now? Would he always treat me like this? He’s in for a rude awakening if he ever disrespects me when I don’t have the collar on. The collar means I am submissive to my mistress. Outside of this event, there is a very small circle I am willing to obey. He ain’t included. Only Macy and Derek… or maybe this new guy, Jesse, if Macy is willing. That guy does something to me…

When I made it into our bedroom, Macy was in the middle of the bed. Red marks covered her body where they had been touching her for the last hour. Surprisingly, they had moved the spanking bench to our bedroom, with the end facing the bed.

“Come up on the bed, my sub. I need some servicing.” Macy smiled as she spoke, pointing right next to her. I crawled up, sitting next to her. She pushed me onto my back, straightening my legs out. She pushed my arms underneath my butt. I cringed at the sudden pressure on still tender skin, though… considering how painful it had been, it didn’t seem very sore now.

Guys came over, rolling me off my back, fastening my hands together. They pushed my ankles up against my butt, hooking them to my wrists, rolling me back to the bed. I was lying flat with my knees spread as wide as they would go. I felt incredibly exposed.

Macy got up, crawling over my body; her crotch just above my head. It was a total mess, multiple deposits had clearly been made.

“I asked them to hold off, to cum in me in a train. I wanted to gather as much of their cum as I could… just for you.” That mess mesmerized me as I stared into it. “You know what to do!” she chuckled.

Her hips dropped, covering my face. I sputtered and coughed at the sudden flow of liquid and cream that came dripping out, smothering my mouth and nose. She roared with glee as my head tried to move around, finding a breath where it could. Her hips pressed down harder, trapping me in one position. I could hear the guys laughing along.

I gulped, trying to clear out some of the goo, but it just kept coming. Tentatively, I stuck my tongue out, worried the new opening would invite the rest of the flow. It did! I split her slit with one plunge and a huge glob came pouring out, covering my mouth, even running into my nose. I choked and snorted, trying to clear the passages.

Derek laughed, tapping Macy on the shoulder. She lifted off me a few inches. Derek reached in, using a cloth to clean my face off, before Macy pushed back down. The goo was gone, but now she was even more demanding, scraping herself against my tongue, demanding real service.

This I could do! I drove my tongue as deep as it would go. More goo came, but now in quantities I could handle. A hand found my shaft, stroking it softly. Definitely a male hand, and one used to manual labor. I could feel the roughness of the skin. My cock didn’t care. After all the stimulation of earlier, and my nap, my man-meat was ready to play!

My Mistress would not allow them to bring a happy ending. One hand after the other stroked me right up to the edge, pulling back just short of the goal. I had been in the cage all night. The constant edging pushed at me, as my tongue found deeper grooves into my Mistress.

Macy came, crying out with her release. My heart swelled with pride as I lavished her with all the touching I could, extending her release as long as possible. She finally had to lift off my face to recover.

Oh… I so loved doing that!


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




Macy dropped onto her back, panting for a breath as the guys rolled me on my side to unhook the cuffs. They escorted me to the spanking bench, ready for the next round. Truth is, I wasn’t sure how much more my skin could take. That session downstairs had left me unable to function. Would this be more of that?

Once they had me up on the bench, bound tightly, I forgot all about those concerns. They left me alone at first. I was there to watch. My eyes were focused on nothing but Macy, though I could barely see my bride in the circle of male bodies.

All five were on the bed now. All of them wanted to take her ass, except for Malcolm. I had heard the discussion. She thought he was too big. He would provide the base… Wasn’t sure what a base was…

Macy was whimpering now as they guided her to hands and knees. Her need had grown with every fucking so far. Ezra moved into her front, shoving his cock down her throat. The pleasure cry around the cock galvanized the rest of them, as everyone crowded in more, touching her body.

Taj came up behind her, a couple of swipes to gather some moisture, then pushed himself inside. Another moan of relief came from the center of the circle. They were back to touching, pulling on nipples, massaging her ass. They were all over her as the two cocks inside pistoned away.

I could see her in the middle, lost in the new love of cock she had found. Taj wasted no time, holding onto her hips, and slamming himself harshly inside. He wasn’t close to cumming, but she was…

And she stayed on the bed for the next couple of hours. All five guys found ample use of all her openings. My wife screamed repeatedly as they took her over the top again and again. She didn’t hold anything back, allowing her screams and moans of passion free rein.

Each time she came like that, my own cock throbbed with the need to cum. The bench had a small cutout where my cock and balls could hang free. In some weird way, I wanted the cage back. At least then, I had something touching me there. Now, I just felt the need growing stronger.

That hands and knees position only lasted for a bit at the beginning. She didn’t want it to. They had already had two rounds in her pussy. She wanted the big payoff. All three holes filled! They each had their turn plunging into her mouth and pussy, taking her as long as they could last without cumming. They switched off with each other to always keep them aroused and ready.

At some point, Macy caught me by surprise. She swooshed the guys away, walking over to me fastened to the bench, staring at her.

“Do you like watching me being taken like this?” she asked, kneeling right in front of me. Our faces were only inches apart.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“It’s just like you wanted at the resort…”

All I could do was nod. She giggled, standing up to go around behind me. She touched my cock hanging in the open spot. All the tenderness was gone. She twisted my shaft and balls savagely, causing me to cry out with the sudden pain in my most delicate parts.

The guys were watching, laughing as she wrenched my tool. But I knew the truth. All this just made me harder. My cock throbbed with her torment.

“It’s time,” Derek said. Both of us looked at the bed. Malcolm was lying on his back, holding his massive rod up in the air. Ready for my wife.

Macy traced her arm up my body, stopping to kiss me passionately. “They’re gonna do it, babe. Take me all at once.” She shivered with her desire.

“Give yourselves to them,” I said. “Let them take you where you want to go.”

She smiled, giving me one more sweet peck on the lips, then almost ran to the bed, hopped up, grabbing Malcolm’s shaft in her fist. Our black friend knew his role here. And I understood what ‘base’ meant.

Macy licked it several times to get the rod moist, then crawled up, slowly lowering herself. She groaned as that tool stretched her wide. He had already been inside her many times. She didn’t struggle to take him in, but even so… one THAT wide. It would take any woman a moment to adjust.

My wife’s problem was her desire for what came after. She was in a hurry. I could see the grimace on her face as she pushed down on him hard, forcing herself to accommodate him. She stopped a couple times, allowing her spread to adjust, though not for long. A cry of pure pleasure escaped her lips as she finally settled all the way.

Macy looked at me, smiling. “Oh babe, this is a big one!” She rotated her hips, enjoying the sensation. Jesse didn’t care. He had first dibs on the ass.

Just as she started moving for real, Jesse pushed her down onto Malcolm’s chest. She tried to keep her hips moving, but he needed her still, slapping her ass hard to get her to stop.

As soon as she did, Jesse dripped the lube on her rear bud, working it in with a finger, spreading her with additional fingers until he thought she was ready. She was groaning now, trying to get the movement of them both to take her where she needed. Jesse slapped her ass again.

“Come on, slut. Gotta give me a chance to get in there.”

She giggled, pulling her hands around to pull her ass cheeks apart. “Give it to me. Now!” she practically screamed at him. The guys chuckled.

“Hungry little slut, aren’t you?” Taj smiled. “Time to get what you want.”

I had been inside her rear many times over the years. And Jesse was not much bigger than me. So I had no worries about her taking him. But a beast like Malcolm’s shaft AND Jesse at the same time… I shuddered at the look on her face. She was hungry!

Jesse stepped up, pushing it in slowly at first, then plunging all the way as Macy accepted it. She groaned, pushing at the double intruders, relishing the joy of the sensations.

Before she could find her first release, Ezra pulled her off Malcolm’s chest, stuffing his shaft down her throat. Those groans intensified as she stopped trying to control the flow. She gave up, letting the men set the pace.

Her release, when it came, was a wonder to this submissive’s ears. The whimper of her cumming could be heard over the shaft buried down her throat as her body vibrated to the pace of the cocks inside her.

Malcolm had incredible stamina, but even he could go only so long. Eventually his need surrendered to her plunges down his shaft.

Before they worked out the arrangements for another round, Macy jumped off the bed, running around behind me, savagely pulling and twisting my scrotum. Oh shit! On her way back to the bed, she stopped near me. “Just want to make sure you stay hard,” she giggled, running on to Taj, now on his back.

As the evening wore on, the guys would cum, then need a little extra to get back in the game. Jesse was the first to see me as a possible aid. He came over to me, taking a break from the pleasure… this time for a little pain. He paddled and whipped my rear, then shoved his cock down my throat when he needed to return to the bed.

This became the pattern for all of them except Malcolm. He did not want to touch me, but seemed to have no trouble regenerating on his own after a little rest. The other guys moved over to me, using whatever they wanted to get them restarted, then back to Macy. This meant pleasure for some, while I sucked their cocks, and pain for others. This became a cycle of pleasure, then pain. More pleasure, more pain.

By the time it was their turn again, the fun of abusing me and having me suck on them kept every guy primed for another round inside my hungry bride.
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My focus on Macy allowed me to see it first, that exhaustion that we had worried about earlier in the week. She didn’t want to stop, kept humping against them, wanting to cum again. Yet, I saw the signs. Her breathing became heavy and labored, her hip movements less enthusiastic as she plunged down on the base. Maybe this rotating method of pleasure and pain allowed the guys to continue. But I could tell my mistress was near the end. She had been going at it all night.

I got Derek’s attention, asking him to come over, pointing it out. Derek grabbed the ball gag off the dresser, slamming it into my mouth while fastening the straps tight against my head.

“Submissives do not tell their mistress when they have to quit. She can have fun as long as she likes.”

I was in shock at his callous treatment. Not of me, but of a woman he supposedly cared for. He turned back to Macy, but winked at me on the way over. Shit… that jerk! I settled back down, getting it now. He wanted to put on a show for my mistress. I suddenly felt we were in this together, helping my wife get what she needs.

He warned the guys she needed a break. “Use the cum dumpster for your last,” he chuckled. I couldn’t believe he would call my wife a ‘cum dumpster,’ trying to shout through the ball gag.

Macy whimpered as if she wanted to continue. They did keep at it for another half hour. They had all cum so often they were lasting an incredibly long time. All four guys continued to use her in any way they wanted. I could see her trying to go on, but exhaustion was exacting a terrible price.

Finally, Derek tapped them on the shoulder. Taj rolled her off him. She collapsed on the bed, barely able to move.

Instead, all five turned to me, their erections still hungry. As each guy came close, he whipped his cock hard, blowing it all over my face. Even Malcolm loved this part. None of them had much to give, but after five guys, my face was a mess… I suddenly got who the ‘cum dumpster’ was.

They left me on the bench. Macy on the bed. We were all beyond exhaustion. Derek walked the guys downstairs, thanking them for coming, letting them out.

The thing that was weirdest for me was the welling of love I was feeling. Seeing my wife lying on that bed, after being taken so hard by so many, sent a thrill through me that seized my chest. Strange, isn’t it? That she could spend the last few hours having sex with so many other men, denying me any access, yet I came away feeling even more in love with my wife.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN




Derek came back into the bedroom. Macy was zonked, snoring heavily. A price for that much exhaustion had to be paid. He made sure she was okay, draping a blanket over her prone frame, then turned to me.

“You did well, my friend. Took everything we had, and yet still concentrated on the welfare of the woman you love.” He went around cuff to cuff, unhooking me as he spoke. “I promised you a reward if you earned it. I have to say you have done that, Terry. Interested?”

Was he implying… him and me… without Macy?

“May I speak?”

“Your submission is over until your mistress returns. This is just between you and me.”

I got off the bench, stretching to get some feeling back in my limbs. Derek did not give me the chance. He pulled me into his enormous arms. I could not help myself, folding into that embrace, wrapping my arms around him. This felt SO good!

“I had no idea you had such powerful feelings for me, bud,” he said, guiding me to the guest bedroom. “Why didn’t you ever tell me?” Before I could answer, he had me on my back on the bed. He came down beside me, bracing his head on his elbow. My mind struggled to focus on anything but his flaccid shaft against my leg… so inviting. “I wouldn’t have rejected you…”

“Truth is, I didn’t know myself,” I said, reaching up to stroke his face, tracing my hand down his powerful chest. He really was a beautiful man. “I’d never had a gay thought before, at least not one I recognized. It was when you were holding me last weekend that I first felt it.”

“Me too. I wanted you so much at that moment.”

“But we had to keep playing the master/sub game?” I teased.

“I don’t do the cheating thing. Not even with someone as hot as your wife. You’ll never have to worry about me trying to steal her.”

His lips came down, finding mine for only a moment. A gentle touch of passion…

“You need to understand. We’re only here because Macy gave me permission to take you when I wanted. She told me last week that she was good with me using you at my leisure. She would prefer to watch, she told me, but that wasn’t necessary. Open access.”

“Macy did that?” I asked, incredulously. It sounded like something I would say, but she didn’t seem so open-minded.

“That babe loves you. It didn’t take me long to see how fiercely momma bear protects papa bear. It’s so weird the way she is. She does all this crazy shit on you… Hard to reconcile how she does such painful, humiliating shit with the way she feels about you. But she does. The pain shit genuinely excites her… did she tell you about the dress and panties?” I nodded that she had. “Would you have done that? Worn that in front of us.”

“That’s hard for me to explain. When she told me about it, I got hard as a stone. Not sure what that’s all about. But yes, I would have done anything she asked. There’s something about the humiliation aspect that gets me going too. She has sensed that, I guess. It certainly surprised me.” I smiled at him.

His stroking of my face and body, pressing against me, had my staff now stiff and ready. Derek chuckled, nodding he understood.

“We might need to try that someday. Dress you up.” He traced my lips with a gentle finger; my cheeks, as if he was putting on rouge. I could feel his cock hardening against me. I melted against him even more. Desire to be a plaything for him was all I could think about.

“Maybe we’ll have the group back. They’d love that one. We could surprise her for a session!”

I smiled at him, a teasing grin. “Yes, Master.”

He chuckled. “Macy’s just too transparent. I can see right through that bitch. She does all that shit to you as much for you as for her. She knows you like it, so she found a path you could both enjoy.”

His lips came down on mine, this time for real. He scooped my head up in his meaty hand, pulling me closer. My arms did the same, wrapping around, feeling his closeness. Every kiss found a deeper passion. The joy of our surging desire made me want to give him even more.

Our embrace went on and on, my giving myself to him, molding into his body as he took more of me with each moment.

“I have loved you for a long time, Derek,” I said, pulling back for breath. “Just didn’t realize it would take this form.”

Derek’s hand came down to grip my shaft. After being denied all night, it was hard and ready to go. “No need to deny it any longer,” he said. “Suck my cock. Not because I demand it, but because you want to.”

He rolled on his back, hands behind his head, waiting. I was scared, almost frozen, my body unwilling to move. If I did this, really made love to my friend, wouldn’t that make me gay? Where would I be with Macy after that?

It was as if he understood where my mind had fallen… to a dark place. “Macy knows you’re here and why. She doesn’t have to worry about us running off any more than you worrying about her running off with me. We’re here for one reason. Because that love now demands a physical expression. It’s too late for us to do anything else.”

He said nothing more, just nodded to his cock. I knew what to do, moving between his legs, wrapping my fist around his shaft. Our eyes never left each other.

Peace filled me, a calm of understanding and pleasure. I DID want this. Had wanted it for a long time. I didn’t even know I was bisexual… go figure…
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I licked the tip gently at first. Finding my tongue tracing the shaft like I had found a new flavor of lollipop I simply loved.

“Is that really how you want to do this… so soft and gentle?” Derek chuckled. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re hungry for it. So take it, make it yours! My pleasure needs you to want it.”

Desire exploded in me as I drove my mouth down his hungry cock, stiff and ready just for me. He had forced me to suck on him many times in the last week. This was different. We both knew it. This was me being his lover. I felt such pleasure as his smooth flesh passed through my lips!

I relished the moment, wanting more. He was too big to take it all in one pass. I spit on it, returning for another plunge… and another. Oh my god… each pass sent shards of pleasure into my core. His hands came up to my head, gently guiding and controlling. I gave myself to him, letting him use me as he wished.

His cock pulsed as he gasped. I increased my pace. “Slow down there, cowboy. Not ready to finish yet. Are you?”

“No, please… I want you to use me. I will give you anything you want. Anything…”

Our eyes could not be separated as I allowed his hands to push me deeper onto his shaft. This time, he guided me slower, less hungry to taste his release.

“Someday, maybe…”

“You don’t want me… back there?”

“Be fun… but no. That opening belongs to your mistress. Not mine to take without her permission.”

“I give it.”

My head came off his shaft suddenly as we both turned to the voice. Macy was leaning at the door, staring at her men. She wore a robe loosely draped across her shoulders, though not clasped in front. Her face looked used up, still tired. I wondered how long she had been there.

“I heard you two in here. Had to see what was going on.”

Macy threw the robe off, crawling into bed with us. She went beside me, not next to Derek. She pulled me off his shaft, encouraging me to lie between them.

The feelings between all of us grew stronger as I settled onto the bed. They were both stroking me, welcoming me.

I pushed her over. Her husband had never wanted her more. Crawling on top, I was in her moments later. We were way past mistress and submissive. She gasped with the passion as my lips drove onto hers. Her arms and legs wrapped around me, wanting more.

“I love you so much, Terence,” she said, as our lips found each other.

My pace never increased. This was soothing, dreamy, wanting to reconnect after all the events of the last week. We were one again, not mistress and sub, just lovers wanting to celebrate that love. Our lips never parted as we found what we wanted.

I glanced over at Derek. He seemed to know what we were doing… and why.

When I exploded inside her, she groaned her own release, throwing her head back. Never had I felt closer to her, or more in love.

When I rolled off, she tried to force me back between her and Derek. I didn’t do that, going to the other side, pressing her body against his. That meaty hand went down on her hip as she turned toward him.

“Have a good night?” Derek asked.

She said nothing, cuddling with him. Her hand draped over my body. That exhaustion claimed her again before any words could come out. Derek nodded to me, laying his head down next to hers. She purred as he pressed his body against hers, cuddling closer. He was soon asleep next to her.

My wife seemed very comfortable sleeping next to him. And, after everything we had done tonight… or the last week… I was comfortable with her being there. I got up, found the blanket I had stuffed in the corner, draping it over their sleeping forms, returning to our bedroom.

What a mess! Spots all over the sheets, in various shades, made me cringe. They had taken what they wanted from my slut, that’s for sure. The smell of her arousal and something else had me chuckling. We definitely had gotten ourselves into some weird shit…

I changed the sheets and tried to get the toys back in their box, but my own exhaustion pushed at me before I could finish. I crawled into the fresh sheets, listening to them breathing down the hall. Contentment filled me as I passed into slumber.
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“Hey, babe, you awake?”

I started, trying to figure out what was happening. Macy had crawled into bed with me. I looked over at the clock. It was only 4 o’clock in the morning.

“How come you left us in there?” she asked. “You should have stayed.”

“I didn’t want to interfere.”

“You’re not interfering, my love. You’re my husband. He’s just a visitor, providing some pleasure. I only sleep with you.”

I thought back over the last week. She was right. Derek had never slept at the house. She had come to our bed every night, no matter how hard we played during the day.

This led to a whispered conversation about how we were going to do this now that our week of play was over. We still had two weeks left in our ‘kid’s vacation,’ but we were both supposed to go back to work on Monday morning.

“Thank you so much for this wonderful week,” she said. “I learned so much about you… and about myself. Do you want to continue being my submissive in the future?”

“We’ll have to be more careful,” I said. “Not sure I want to run around the kids with a collar on my neck.”

She giggled at the thought. “Maybe we can get a babysitter, or hotel room. Or go over to Derek’s. He told me that Jesse has a full dungeon in his basement. I think he enjoyed playing with you. Would you like that?”

“You don’t mind me going with other masters?” Her openness to sharing surprised me a little. Over the years of our marriage, she had been a little possessive at times, got jealous the first time I took a business trip with an attractive colleague. I never cheated on her, but now? She seemed willing to share me with anyone.

“I’d be there, silly. Only Derek has permission to be with you whenever you want, just as I have permission to be with him.”

“That surprises me, too, babe. You’ve never seemed that open. And with another guy at that!”

She beamed at me. “That’s an easy one. Because you love each other. Don’t deny it. The way you kissed him and sucked his cock? Oh, yes… you want him very much.”

“And so do you…”

My wife blushed at the truth. “He is a great lover. I figure, if you don’t mind, I might as well take advantage, right?”

She cuddled against me, looking at me with those fierce eyes. “How far do you want your submission to go? I tried a lot of things this week. Hard, soft, cruel, humiliating… Anything you objected to?”

I turned my mind to the week. There had been some rough parts, especially first discovering how much she loved delivering pain. Yet, now that I have experienced a lot of both her humiliation and pain, I wouldn’t change a thing. I had loved the entire experience, especially watching her cum so hard with all those guys.

“Do you want to do more group things?” I asked.

“Not sure… it was fun, but I need to get into better shape. Maybe only two or three at a time. Five was too much, I think.”

I only nodded. Whatever she wanted was good for me.

“No, Mistress,” I said, making sure she knew I had returned as her submissive. “I want whatever you want. Willing to do anything.”

That appeared to be the right answer. She got up, throwing the cuffs at me. I smiled, wondering what this meant. Once she had me back on the bed, fastened in my X-position, she rummaged in our toy box, returning with the wired chastity cage. No vibrating or pressing nubs with this one.

“I might require you to wear this for the next two weeks,” she smiled, as she teased my flesh through the cage. This one did not allow for expansion. I was already grimacing as my hardening shaft pressed against the unyielding metal.

“As you wish, Mistress.”

She smiled at me again, getting up. As she stood at the door, she looked back at me. “I like you this way, trapped and helpless. And I still haven’t gotten my view of you with both holes filled.”

I heard her giggling all the way down the hall. Soon, sounds of them going at it again filled the space between us. Despite the discomfort of the cage, I just laid there, content with my place in the world. Macy was getting what she wanted and so was I.


EPILOGUE


We settled on Macy being in control of our sex life that night. For the rest of our ‘kid’s vacation,’ we both went back to work, but when I got home, I was always there with nothing on but my collar. Derek came over several times that second week. When he did, I was always on my knees, very submissive.

I will say, though, that my mistress looked at these sessions differently than the previous week. I was willing… to be bound and endure what she wanted. But for Macy, with Derek at least, her instructions seemed softer now. I spent as much time making love to him, and serving them both together, as I did crawling around playing the submissive. She frequently joined us on the bed.

Both of us had accepted this new ‘lifestyle.’ She was my mistress, and I was her obedient sub. She took complete control of our love life. I eagerly followed her lead.

Happily for me, the cage did not last past the 3rd week. I didn’t like it much. My mistress, despite her occasional cruelty… which had grown to love very much… knew it was more than I could tolerate. She only brought the cages out when she was in the mood to be especially savage.

Derek’s visits fell off after coming only twice in the 3rd week. As predicted, he had found another ‘sweet, young thing’ at the gym. We continued to work out together, but the passionate side of our relationship never came up again.

His friend Jesse… now that was a different story. The rest of the summer, Macy would send me a text, telling me to get ready for a ‘Jesse session.’ I always got these texts with mixed feelings. My mistress found ever crueler and more humiliating ways to torment me with Jesse as her partner.

Late that summer, they had me in his bathroom, putting on the dress she had purchased for me… with panties. A full makeup treatment followed. When I came out of the room, he had three guys waiting. I was helplessly humiliated, but hard as a fucking rock. Those guys, with the willing participation of my mistress, gave me the roughest session to date. I had slashes on my back and ass for days after that one.
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In the fall, we got an invitation to have dinner with her friend Avery and her husband. No one said anything to me, but it seemed clear that playing would be involved. Macy wore a revealing outfit, giving me very clear instructions on what to wear. I had to plead with her not to force me to wear the dress as we walked over there. The paddling she gave me, while screaming at me that I was to do what she wanted, left me barely able to sit for three days afterward… but she didn’t make me wear the dress.

That was the thing. I had given her the right to control me. Still, this was a shared game for mutual pleasure. I never felt, no matter how cruelly she treated me, that it was anything more than that. Roleplay for fun.

We walked over in regular clothing. She wore a coat to cover her scandalous attire. Mistress allowed me to wear a sweater to cover the collar she insisted I wear as we walked. Thankfully, no other neighbor we knew saw me. We talked, laughed and held hands all the way there. I carried a bag that she wanted to take along.

When we arrived, the garage door was open. As the door closed behind us, Mistress-mode was back. She told me to take my clothes off. Cuffs came out of her bag, a leash attached to my collar. She led me into the house, ordered me to crawl as soon as we were in.

The place was full of people in various stages of undress. Some kind of fetish party. Both men and women had collars. All those subs were being ordered around by their Doms.

When we reached the living room, it shocked me to see Lewis. He was kneeling on a large leather ottoman in the center of the room. A metal hook protruded out of his ass, attached by a cord to his collar. This stretched him uncomfortably, holding his head up by the neck. I could see him trembling, trying to maintain this position.

Whoever wanted to could come over and do whatever they wanted to him. And they did. Rods slashed across his thighs, clamps were squeezed on his scrotum, then taken off at their whim. Just as we approached, a Dom was pulling his dick away from Lewis’ throat.

Once she saw that, Macy ignored me altogether. She went right to Lewis. I wondered if she had been there before because the look on Lewis’ face was genuine fear.

I didn’t get a chance to watch. My Mistress had given my leash to Avery. Her friend yanked it, forcing me to crawl upstairs. Down below, I could hear the anguished cries of Avery’s husband as Macy used the rods his wife had left on the table near him.

That was the least of my concerns. Three women stood in the bedroom when we entered. Two already had strap-ons in place. The other had a cane. Someone had arranged a full complement of striking instruments on the dresser next to the bed.

Avery fastened me into an X on my stomach, pushing a rolled blanket under my hips. This one had plans. The first crease of the cane tore me away from the cheering downstairs as Lewis cried out his misery. This was going to be a long night, I thought, as I felt them getting on the bed. A very long night indeed… just the way I wanted it.

THE END
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